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Summary: 


Mr. Rogers takes the paper once the printer is done, and then hands it over 
to Apollo, who takes it with as much apprehension as he would if he were 


being handed a deadly snake. Percy looks over his shoulder, and realizes it’s 
an exact copy of his class schedule. Wonderful. 


“Well, that’ll be all,” Mr. Rogers says, leaning back on his chair and 
cracking his neck. Apollo looks seriously disgusted the longer he looks at 
him, and Mr. Rogers isn’t even bad-looking, he’s rather average, but his 
attitude certainly leaves a lot to be desired for a school principal. 


“We’re glad to have you join AHS, Mr. Papadopoulos. Enjoy your time 
here. You can go.” 


Apollo stares, unimpressed. “You’re an awful liar.” 


Alternatively: Apollo's punishment after the end of Heroes of Olympus 
goes... a little different, and Percy is the real victim of it. 


Relationships: Annabeth Chase/Percy Jackson, Apollo/Original 
Character(s), Apollo/Percy Jackson 

Comments: 131 

Kudos: 439 


1. Chapter 1 


Author's Note: 


i've had this wips sitting in my google docs for months. time to make it 
see the light. don't expect regular updates since this is kinda a "am i in 
the mood" fic, but if you DO want regular updates... i got a PJO 
rewrite fic going on :) 


i hope you guys enjoy! 
It starts like this: 


Six months after the Giant War, Percy finds himself aggressively cramming 
in order to, miraculously, finish high-school, after having missed most of 
his junior year. It involves taking after-school tutoring for his SATs with 
Annabeth, climbing his way up to captain of the swimming team through 
sheer pettiness because it’s the only way he’ll get any scholarships, and 
generally standing on the rooftop of their apartment building in the middle 
of storms that he isn’t sure whether he created or not, in order to scream for 
a good ten minutes before coming back down to keep studying. 


It’s already a high-stress situation. And then there’s a knock at their door. 


“Percy,” Poseidon says, smiling down at him—trident in hand. He’s already 
considering jumping out of this situation through the window, because he’s 
barely seen his dad in passing since.... Before the war, actually. His mom is 
pregnant. It’s kinda awkward. “How are you doing, son?” 


“Awful,” Percy shrugs, making his dad laugh, but mom sends him a look 
over Poseidon’s shoulder. He tries to fix it. “Awfully neutral.” 


Poseidon pats his back. “That’s good to hear.” 


“Tt’s really not,” Percy frowns, but Poseidon is already moving past him and 
into the living room, making himself at home in the armchair. Paul, who is 
knitting sweaters for his coming baby sister, clears his throat, but he gets 


completely ignored. Percy sends him an apologetic look over his shoulder. 
“So, uh, what brings you here? If you say quest, dad, I’m calling nine-one- 
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one. 


“You’re funny today!” Poseidon sighs, leaning back against the armchair. 
“Tt’s not really a quest—” 


“Paul, pass me your phone—” 


“Percy,” Mom comes into the room with a plate of cookies, sitting next to 
Paul on the couch; she sets the cookies the closest to Poseidon and then 
aggressively grips Paul’s hand in hers. She sends him a look. “Be nice.” 


“No, Sally, I get it. It’s difficult times,” Poseidon nods at her, and his eyes 
drift to Paul, considering him for a moment. Honestly, Percy doesn’t know 
what kind of dick-measuring contest he’s doing, but Paul is doing a good 
job at not participating by offering him to take a cookie. Poseidon does. 
“These are as good as always, Sally, though I don’t know why they’re blue 
—but, right, Percy, Olympus has a request. You’re not going to like it.” 


“Oh, really,” Percy allows sarcasm to drip from his tone, and this time mom 
doesn’t scold him for it. She probably doesn’t like this even more than him. 
“T don’t know if you know this, dad, but I’m kind of retired. Like, New 
Rome is giving me a pension and everything because I got that praetor 
tattoo—” 


“No, no, I get that, we get that,” Poseidon waves his hand dismissively, 
shaking his head. “It’s not a quest, in the real sense of the word. We’re not 
sending you anywhere, you don’t have to fight anything, and you don’t 
have to retrieve anything. We just want you to keep an eye on someone.” 


Percy exchanges a look with his mom, raising his eyebrows. “Right... that 
sounds like a quest.” 


“Tt’s not a quest,” Poseidon frowns, perhaps trying to convince himself. 
“Tt’s fairly simple: you keep an eye on him, make sure he doesn’t kill 
himself by accident, and perhaps you let him stay over with you.” 


“Uh,” Percy starts, and wonders if it would be considered rude to choke his 
dad. “Nothing about that is simple. Who am I even supposed to watch?” 


“T can only tell you if you accept,” Poseidon sends him a sympathetic look. 
Percy blinks. “Don’t worry, we will be taking care of... compensation. 
Make sure that your family can deal with him effectively.” 


Percy opens his mouth to say ‘no thanks’, but mom chimes in, her tone 
careful yet curious. “What would compensation involve? And for how 
long?” 


“Well, I heard Percy is trying to get into college, and apparently that’s 
expensive?” Poseidon scratches his chin, then reaches for another cookie. 
Percy is suddenly really interested in hearing him out, so he sits on the 
floor, not bothering to walk to the couch. His bar is low for how much he 
cares about decency, these days. “And I see you have a baby on the way, 
Sally—have I mentioned you’re glowing?—so, we can help with... all of 
that. We don’t really know how mortal money works, but I’m sure Hades 
can figure it out, he’s savvy about that stuff. I only work on sand dollars.” 


Paul clears his throat. “That doesn’t sound so bad?” 


“Right! I knew I liked you. Blowfish, was it? You’re handsome!” Poseidon 
clicks his fingers at him, smiling, and Paul does a very good job at not 
flinching. He doesn’t bother to correct his name. “Anyways, it would only 
be until graduation. After that, you’re free of that obligation.” 


That... is too good to be true. Percy looks at mom and Paul, who seems to 
be thinking the same thing, but then he thinks of the last six months of 
cramming, frustration tears, and trying to find a college that doesn’t milk 
them dry of money—never mind that will take him with his record, and that 
offers sport scholarships. The New Rome offer is there, sure... but things 
aren’t what they were six months ago, and Percy has different priorities 
now. 


His eyes fall on the half-knitted sweater on Paul’s lap, and he thinks of the 
crib crammed in his parent’s room. Fuck. Not to mention that, if he doesn’t 
do it, some other unlucky demigod will get stuck with the job, or maybe the 


gods will just let whoever it is that they want him to watch to deal with 
whatever is happening alone. 


He sighs, already regretting it. “Fine. When do I start?” 


Poseidon swallows a mouthful of cookie—he’s working through those 
alone, mom is really a kitchen witch—and clears his throat. “Tomorrow. 
You’ll know when you see him.” 


“T kinda have class tomorrow—‘“ 


“That’s the point!” Poseidon sighs, standing up. He looks at mom and 
smiles, charming, and winks at Paul. Finally, he looks down at Percy, and 
pats the top of his head. “Don’t worry, I’m sure you’ll have no trouble with 
it. It’s easy.” 


Poseidon turns towards the door and Percy scrambles to follow him out, 
still uneasy, but already starting to accept he’s fucking up. “Who is it that 
I’m watching?” 


“Oh, just Apollo,” Poseidon shrugs, and Percy promptly chokes on air. 
“Zeus finally made up his mind regarding his punishment, and he’s set to 
spend a year as a mortal. Originally, he was going to have him sent on a 
quest, but as you probably know—“ 


“Will, Rachel, and Nico took care of it,” Percy mumbles, and Poseidon 
nods, opening the front door. Percy pulls at the sleeve of his frankly horrible 
shirt to get his attention before he leaves. “Wait, so, is he gonna just... show 
up here?” 


“I’m not sure,” Poseidon hums. He pats his shoulder. “Good luck, Percy. I’ Il 
see you.” 


Fuck. 


To say the thought of Apollo showing up at any point during the day gives 
him anxiety would be an understatement. He barely sleeps a wink, casually 


waiting for the sun chariot to crash through their windows or for another 
knock to come at the door in the middle of the night, but it never does, and 
he’s miserable come morning. 


AHS is not a particularly... demanding place. As far as schools go, it’s not 
the worst, it’s not the best. It’s the last resort for kids like him, that won’t be 
taken by any other place, and while Paul is nowhere near thrilled about it, 
still trying to get him back in Goode through transfers that are constantly 
denied, he and mom are resigned to the fact that this will be it. That’s all 
that matters. 


All the place has going for it is the sport teams. They’re half-decent, for the 
most part, but ever since he arrived, Percy’s been shaping up the swimming 
team into some semblance of order, and has snatched a few local trophies; 
he even got them to qualify for a regional competition, which means his 
teammates have a hate-love relationship with him. 


Other than that stuff, Percy keeps to himself. He doesn’t really have friends, 
not even in the team, because he has no time to invest in getting to know 
new people with all the studying he has to pull off and his efforts with 
training. He spends most lunch breaks in the library, and he keeps out of 
trouble now more than ever in his whole school career. 


His grades are better than they’ve ever been, impressively. He’s found ways 
to focus in class because he’s the only one apart from the student body 
members that actually seems interested in graduating, but today he’s a mess. 
His notes are particularly messy, he keeps losing his train of thought, and 
he’s tanked the few questions he’s gotten asked during class. 


Any minute now, he expects Apollo to show up. He’ Il just waltz through the 
door, ukulele in hand, proclaim himself a god, and get beat up by any of his 
juvie-seasoned classmates. He’s honestly looking forward to it a little, at 
least up until the part where he’d have to get involved to avoid lasting 
damage or whatever. 


Fuck, he should’ve asked his dad more questions about this. Lunch comes 
about and there’s still no sign of him, which is starting to aggravate him. 


Maybe he got lost on the way to school? Maybe he headed to his apartment 
instead? Mom is home, so at least there’s that. 


The tension in him builds and builds, which isn’t really a state he likes to be 
in for math, out of all classes, but he has very little say in this. 


Thankfully, before his brain can burst from trying to read the numbers on 
the board, there’s a knock on the classroom door. His math teacher—Percy 
sometimes misses Mrs. Dodds, to be honest—goes outside the room to deal 
with whoever is knocking, and Percy tilts his head to try and catch some of 
the conversation going on outside, but to no avail. 


Mrs. Smith comes back inside and looks around the classroom, until her 
eyes fall on Percy. They make eye contact for all of three seconds before 
she’s gesturing him over. “Jackson, come here. The principal wants a few 
words.” 


Oh, gods. He has no idea if that’s good or bad for him. No one says 
anything, at least; his classmates just stare at him, having outgrown their 
phases as bullies after who knows how many expulsions to end up in this 
school, but he catches the student body president turning up her nose. She’s 
been trying to get him to join her little club all year because he’s apparently 
competent, and while it would look good on paper, Percy seriously has no 
time for it. 


He walks with Mrs. Smith to the principal’s office, sweating, and tries to 
gather some information. “So, uh, do you know what this is about, ma’am?” 


Mrs. Smith sighs, long suffering, but for a lady that can’t be any older than 
his mom, she always seems like she’s five seconds away from ending it all. 
Must be the effect of working where she is. “We’ve had someone, 
supposedly a new student, bothering the staff all morning, but we haven’t 
been able to confirm it. He carries no paperwork with him, and his only 
piece of information is that he knows you, Mr. Jackson.” 


Oh, shit—couldn’t dad have asked what the fuck Zeus had planned? Why 
wasn’t he sent over to their apartment? This is going to be an absolute 
fucking mess. 


“Um, that does sound familiar...” Percy mumbles, to which Mrs. Smith 
side-eyes him. Percy clears his throat and decides to stay quiet. 


When they arrive at the office, they’re greeted by the sound of the 
principal’s—Mr. Rogers—fan begging to just die, blowing stale air right 
into their faces. It’s a small room, barely seven-meters square, with a desk 
for the principal in the center and bookshelves on each size, as well as two 
chairs that don’t match facing said desk. The one comfort Percy has about 
AHS is that there is not enough money for the school to steal and invest into 
a fancy office for their principal. 


In one of the chairs sits a blond guy, around his age and probably as tall as 
him. He turns, sky-blue eyes wide, and his expression of relief at seeing 
him immediately makes Percy regret everything. 


“Percy Jackson,” he sighs, bringing a hand up to his chest, over his heart. 
Percy nods; yep, that’s him, unfortunately. “My savior! Please, tell me this 
is some sick joke from my father! There must be some mistake—” 


“Mr.... Papadopoulos, was it?” Mr. Rogers interrupts, running a hand over 
his face. He seems sick of the situation already, and Percy can’t blame him. 
“As [ve already told you several times over, we did get a notice for your 
arrival from the school board—” 


“Those pesky people that call themselves Olympians, you mean.” Apollo 
deadpans, frowning. Percy winces as Mr. Rogers’ expression comes close to 
despair. “The council is being absolutely ridiculous, there’s no way they 
voted on this! Tell me, whose idea was this? I will plan my revenge on 
them, starting now!” 


“So,” Percy chimes in, as Mr. Rogers just stares in disgusted, tired silence. 
The principal looks at him as if he’s thinking he’s his savior, as well. Ugh, 
he’s going to have to print presentation cards that go ‘sorry, I’m retired!’ 
“Uh, maybe I can help?” 


“Please, Mr. Jackson,” Mr. Rogers shakes his head, gesturing at Apollo and 
then at the vacant chair. Mrs. Smith already left the room, closing the door 
behind her and unfortunately limiting his only escape route, so he has no 


choice but to sit. Apollo immediately scoots his chair over, closer to his 
own, staring at him with a frown as if he actually has any answers for him. 
“Mr. Papadopoulos here—” 


“Whoever came up with that name is getting cursed—” 


“—_has been very difficult, regarding his assimilation. He’s refused to hand 
over any paperwork or take a tour,” Mr. Rogers looks at Percy as if he’s 
craving a few shots of whiskey. “He claims to know you.” 


Mr. Rogers raises his eyebrows as if to say ‘well, what do you gotta say?’ 
And Percy hesitates, eyes darting between him and Apollo. He makes eye 
contact with Apollo, who’s tapping his foot against the floor in impatience, 
and Percy runs his eyes over him, taking in his typical good-looks, the 
golden curls and tanned skin, the Camp Half-Blood t-shirt and the backpack 
leaning against the legs of his chair. 


He realizes with dawning horror that he looks exactly as he did the day they 
beat the giants six months ago, when Zeus zapped him away mid-sentence. 
With this bit of information processing in his brain, Percy sees the 
apprehension hidden behind his frown, behind the tension of his shoulders 
and the indignant clench of his jaw. 


Of fucking course Zeus wouldn’t tell Apollo what the fuck was his plan for 
him. Shit. He kinda feels bad for the guy. He knows a little too much about 
what it feels like to be dropped off at some unfamiliar place, with no one 
around to explain shit to him. 


“Um, can I look at your backpack?” Percy asks him, and Apollo shrugs. He 
doesn’t grab it and hand it to him, so Percy rolls his eyes as he leans down 
to grab it himself. A god is a god. 


Looking inside, Percy finds a folder with documents that, after a cursory 
glance, he decides are falsified personal identifications, like a birth 
certificate and a driver’s license. Another folder is helpfully labelled 
‘school documents’, so he pulls that one out, ignoring the sleeping bag, the 
pouch with what sounds to be drachmas, and the wallet packed full of 
hundred-dollars bills. 


“Did none of you think to check this?” 


Apollo and Mr. Rogers exchange a look as Percy sets the school folder 
between them, equally embarrassed. Holy shit, Percy is seriously getting a 
diploma from this place. Ugh. 


Mr. Rogers takes the folder, clearing his throat. “Thank you, Mr. Jackson. 
It'll only be a few minutes, and I’ll let you both get to class.” 


“Class?” Apollo asks, his tone nothing short of horrified. He looks at Percy, 
eyes wide. “It can’t be. Perseus, this can’t be. It must be a mistake.” 


Percy sighs. “I was just thinking the same thing, buddy.” 


As Apollo buries his face in his hands, processing the horror of having to 
attend class at a last resort public high-school in New York, Percy checks 
out his driver’s license. He has the same birth-year as he does, a birthday of 
April 9", and his name reads Lester Papadopoulos instead of Apollo. The 
picture is rather unfortunate; he looks pale, confused, eyes glazed over. It 
honestly disgusts Percy a little, thinking that the gods must have had Apollo 
heavily sedated or something in order to even take it without him realizing 
it. 


He tucks the driver’s license in the wallet, sighing. There’s not even a 
change of clothes in the backpack, which means the money is probably 
meant to do shopping. Percy’s already using second-hand textbooks, and 
there’s no way in hell he’s sharing them, so his plans for after class seem to 
already have been set. 


“Percy?” Apollo calls, his voice uncharacteristically unsure. When Percy 
looks up, he freezes at the expression on his face: teary eyes, shaking lips. 
Unmistakable fear, yet Apollo keeps his chin high and his shoulders set. He 
chooses his words rather carefully. “What’s going on? I can’t... I can’t quite 
remember...” 


Oh, gods. Percy regrets being a nice person, he’s already emphasizing. “I'll 
explain later. Let’s just get this part over with.” 


“Is Mr. Papadopoulos on any medication?” Mr. Rogers asks, handing Percy 
the folder. He doesn’t seem fazed by either of their indignant stares at the 
lack of care in formulating that question, which makes Percy remember 
again that, yeah, this is AHS, and it sucks. “He’s been saying some rather 
concerning things. If he represents a danger to the student body, we might 
have to reconsider his entry to the school.” 


Percy keeps down some aggressive comments about how he just wants to 
look out for the school’s wallet, and kicks Apollo in the shin when he opens 
his mouth with an offended frown. Looking through the folder, Percy finds 
a health certificate, and hands it over wordlessly. Mr. Rogers looks at it with 
a critical eye, then nods and hands everything back. 


He turns to his computer, an old thing that is probably begging to die along 
with his fan, and the printer starts making noise to go along with the 
amazing atmosphere of the scent of damp wood in such a small room. 
Apollo cringes, closing his eyes, and Percy honestly relates. The noise is 
grating. 


Mr. Rogers takes the paper once the printer is done, and then hands it over 
to Apollo, who takes it with as much apprehension as he would if he were 
being handed a deadly snake. Percy looks over his shoulder, and realizes it’s 
an exact copy of his class schedule. Wonderful. 


“Well, that’ll be all,” Mr. Rogers says, leaning back on his chair and 
cracking his neck. Apollo looks seriously disgusted the longer he looks at 
him, and Mr. Rogers isn’t even bad-looking, he’s rather average, but his 
attitude certainly leaves a lot to be desired for a school principal. 


“We’re glad to have you join AHS, Mr. Papadopoulos. Enjoy your time 
here. You can go.” 


Apollo stares, unimpressed. “You’re an awful liar.” 


Percy bites back a laugh and stands up, grabbing Apollo’s elbow to drag 
him with him. It wouldn’t do that Apollo got into detention on day one. 
“Thanks, sir. C’mon, I’m missing math.” 


“Math?” Apollo repeats, horrified, but he allows Percy to drag him out of 
the office. When the door closes behind them, he seems to enter full panic 
mode, setting his hands on Percy’s shoulders. He’s a little miffed to realize 
he’s a couple inches taller than him. “Perseus Jackson, you need to help me. 
I can’t do this. I’m well-aware of the horrors of the education system, which 
in and of itself is an insult to me and my domains, since I was its inventor 
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“Dude,” Percy frowns, stepping back. Thankfully, Apollo doesn’t try to 
keep touching him, setting his hands on his waist instead, probably trying to 
look intimidating. After that scared look he gave him inside, though, it 
really doesn’t work. “Relax, it'll be fine. This is just your punishment. Did 
no one tell you about it?” 


Apollo’s jaw goes slack, and then he snaps his mouth shut. That unsure look 
returns to his eyes. “I... don’t recall. I don’t even know how long it’s been.” 


“I knew it,” Percy sighs, running a hand through his hair. Apollo looks at 
him, and the intensity of his attention is a little unnerving, so Percy guides 
him down the halfway, lowering his voice as they walk past classrooms. 
“They didn’t tell you. Alright, it’s been six months since the war—” 


“What?” Apollo screeches, and Percy shushes him. “Six months? What 
happened to my Oracle? And Python?” 


“Will, Nico, and Rachel snuck out of camp around a month after the war 
and figured things out,” Percy winces; that hadn’t been an easy quest, from 
what he’s heard. “They found this whole operation, some Roman Emperors 
turned gods that were planning to wait for your punishment to, I don’t 
know, typical bad guy shit. Take over Olympus or something. They all 
wanted to kill you.” 


Apollo is starting to look sick. “Oh, dear...” 


“Yeah, everyone’s mad at you because you wouldn’t answer to any of their 
prayers, or help at all. Artemis and some other gods made up for it,” Percy 
admits, because it’s better to just get him up-to-date than leave him 


guessing. It’s what he would want. “They thought you were hiding, but I 
guess you were just... I don’t know, locked up?” 


“In stasis,” Apollo mumbles, shivering. “It’s not a pleasant experience.” 


Pity rears its head in Percy and he snaps it back. Nope. He’s not doing that. 
He just wants the money, no need to care about whether this will result in 
some sort of unresolved trauma for Apollo. He’s a god. He’ ll get over it. 


“Dad told me I had to keep an eye on you until graduation,” Percy says, and 
Apollo sniffles, getting teary again. “Which is next year. So I guess your 
punishment is... attending public senior high-school.” 


Apollo whimpers. “In New York.” 


Percy snorts. “Welcome to my world, man. Just... lay low, do as I say, and 
you should be fine. I only got Spanish after this class, which is over in ten, 
and we can go home and figure something out.” 


“Alright,” Apollo nods, and Percy hands him his backpack. Reluctantly, he 
shrugs it over his shoulders, and cringes again. “Oh, gods, what is this 
feeling in my middle area?” 


The comment is followed by Apollo’s stomach growling, and Percy holds 
back a laugh. “You missed lunch. And probably breakfast. Don’t worry, 
mom will fix you up. Let’s get to class and get today over with.” 


“Fine,” Apollo sighs, running a hand through his hair. He glares at the 
ceiling. “He couldn’t have sent me to a school with A/C, at least?” 


Styx, this is going to be the worst year of Percy’s life, isn’t it? 


2. Chapter 2 


Notes for the Chapter: 
are u all ok ur going crazy over this 
happy reading! 


Despite there only being ten minutes left of math, Apollo somehow finds 
the time to listen to the lecture, catch something wrong with it, and start an 
argument with Mrs. Smith. Percy sits in silence, pretending that he doesn’t 
know Apollo at all, and only interjects when he starts saying some insults in 
Ancient Greek about her teaching methods. 


It’s both hilarious and worrying; Mrs. Smith doesn’t really care, so she 
doesn’t give him detention, but she is irritated enough that she decides 
they’re having a pop quiz next week. Worst thing about the whole situation 
is that Apollo was right; Mrs. Smith did make a mistake in the problems on 
the board that changed the whole meaning of what they were doing, as she 
is rather neglectful. If Percy hadn't stopped him, Apollo probably would’ve 
led the class himself. 


Spanish is less eventful. Probably because Apollo doesn’t seem to know 
much Spanish, but he’s still better than everyone else at class, including 
Percy. Their Spanish teacher, a young man called Andrew with dark hair 
and bright eyes, not at all bad-looking, seems pleasantly surprised, and 
Apollo even tries to have a conversation with him after class, in Spanish, 
the way he looks him up and down entirely too suggestive, so Percy drags 
him away. 


“You’re not supposed to do that,” Percy hisses at him, hand on his elbow. 
Apollo twists his arm from his grasp, pouting. “You’re a mortal teenager 
now, if you do stuff like that, you’re gonna put adults in jail and they’ ll 
probably actually medicate you.” 


“T can feel the teenage hormones,” Apollo protests, and then wrinkles his 
nose, so fast Percy almost doesn’t catch it, at the fact that they keep walking 


towards the nearest subway station. “Is this it? No ride?” 


“Tf you’re gonna be like that, I will abandon you and let you walk back to 
my place alone,” Percy warns him, and Apollo frowns, but does a gesture to 
zip his lips. Good. Percy pulls his earphones from his back pocket, ignoring 
Apollo's curious look at them. “C’mon, you’re probably starving.” 


Apollo sighs, but sticks close to him. After they get inside the train, he 
starts rummaging through his backpack. Honestly, Percy’s still baffled that 
he hadn’t before. As he reads his school records, Apollo’s expression sours. 
“What the fuck?” 


Percy doesn’t take his earphones off, even though he feels an incoming 
headache. He’s tempted to ignore him, but decides it’s best to deal with the 
blows as they come. “What now?” 


“My grades suck,” Apollo whines, and Percy side-eyes him. He seems 
genuinely despaired. “What—how am I supposed to graduate like this? 
What happened to my junior year? I barely have grades!” 


Percy looks over his shoulder, and presses his lips together. “Those are an 
exact copy of my grades.” 


Apollo’s eyes widen. “Oh. Err—they’re fine, then.” 


Percy considers jumping in front of a train after they get to their stop and 
ending it all, but he’d like to meet his little sister first, so he doesn’t. Apollo 
Stays quiet the rest of the way home, probably too busy pitying himself to 
say more, which Percy is grateful for. 


On arrival, Percy instantly drags Apollo into the kitchen, not giving him 
much time to gawk at their home. Mom greets them with a smile, and Percy 
notices that she’s in the middle of making her seven-layer dip. Both his and 
Apollo’s stomachs growl in hunger at the aroma wafting through the 
kitchen. 


“Mom, this is Apollo,” Percy says, gesturing at him, and then sits on a stool 
over the kitchen island, burying his face in his arms. “He’ll be going to 


school with me and graduating as a punishment.” 


“Oh, dear,” Mom mumbles, patting his shoulder. She smiles at Apollo. “It’s 
a pleasure to meet you, Apollo.” 


“Thank you,” Apollo pauses, perhaps expecting more out of them than this, 
and then he clears his throat. “I must say, I appreciate the willingness of 
your family to volunteer for—” 


“Oh, no,” Percy interjects, looking up at him. “We didn’t volunteer. Dad 
came over and offered us money to deal with you for a year so I can go to 
college.” 


Apollo visibly deflates. “Well, at least you got your priorities straight. I 
don’t suppose I'll get my own suite?” 


Percy exchanges a look with his mom, and she decides to break the news to 
him. “Oh, honey, I’m sorry, but we don’t really have a spare room. As it is 
we're tight on space, so you’ ll have to share with Percy.” 


“T see,” Apollo says, and side-eyes Percy, eyes roaming over the length of 
his body. “Well, no complaints there—” 


“On the floor!” Percy snaps, feeling a blush rush to his face. Mom stifles a 
laugh against her hand. “I mean— you got a sleeping bag, and I think we 
got an air mattress somewhere. You won’t be sharing my bed.” 


“Oh,” Apollo raises his eyebrows. “This is awkward. On an unrelated note, 
ma’am, have you noticed the swelling on your middle area? You should 
probably get that checked out.” 


Percy’s going to kill him. That is going to be the real challenge for him: not 
killing Apollo in his sleep by smothering him with a pillow. Ugh. Not for 
the first time today, Percy reminds himself of the compensation at the end 
of the road, and takes a deep, calming breath. 


Apollo is appeased, if temporarily, by mom’s food. She has the nerve to be 
amused by the whole situation, and even pinches one of Apollo’s cheeks, 


which makes him visibly fluster. Percy’s well-aware his mom is good- 
looking; even pregnant, she gets looks on the street, and has for as long as 
he’s been alive, but he really doesn’t need this. 


When Paul arrives, he shakes Apollo’s hand and pats his shoulder, which 
seems to puzzle him, possibly because he expected him to kneel over or 
something as well. Eventually, Percy calms down and allows himself to 
enjoy the food, mentally double-checking his schedule for the swim team, 
before he finally finds it in himself to address Apollo again. 


“Let's set this straight, alright?” He starts, and Apollo looks up from where 
he's trying not to choke from how fast he's been eating, blinking. He 
decides not to mention that might not be good for his stomach after it being 
empty all day. “A few rules: no god talk, no skipping, no arguments with 
teachers that don't care, no attracting unnecessary attention to yourself. If 
we have the same exact grades, then it means we both are fucked, so we 
need to study like our lives depend on it if we want to graduate.” 


Apollo's eyes widen. “Oh, no.” 


“Oh, yes," Mom says, patting Apollo's shoulder. He flusters again, face 
going pink, but it doesn't seem to be just because she's pretty. It better not 
be just because she's pretty. “They aren't making it easy for you, Apollo, but 
I'm sure Percy will do his best to help you out. Right, Percy?” 


His mom sends him a look that he reads as ‘there's college money on the 
line, don't fuck it up' which is as good motivation as any. “Yeah, sure, and 
Paul is a teacher. Maybe he can help you out with the stuff I can't wrap my 
head around.” 


“T'd be happy to!” Paul smiles at Apollo, who sniffles, getting teary again. 
Paul frowns. “Oh, it's not that bad, Apollo— I mean, it is, but you'll figure it 
out, right? There's no reason not to.” 


Wow, he's good at pep-talks. “Thank you, Blowfish. Your wiseness is 
appreciated.” 


“Tt's not Blowfish—” 


“Tt should be,” Percy interjects, just to annoy him. Mom giggles, and then 
he turns back towards Apollo. “There's a ton we gotta do, including 
shopping. And we have a history quiz tomorrow, so we have to get the 
essentials and then come back to cram.” 


“Shopping?” Apollo twiddles his thumbs, frowning. “Like, the fun kind?” 


“The boring kind,” Percy rolls his eyes, and mom sends him another look, 
before standing up to pick up the dishes. Percy stands to help her, while 
Paul makes sure to clean up the table. Apollo watches them all with 
confusion. “It’s my turn to do the dishes tonight, though, and you’re helping 
me.” 


Apollo points a finger at himself. “Uh, me? I’m sure a wind spirit would be 
more efficient. Didn’t you spend some time in Ogygia? Calypso had some 
rather, uh, useful ones—” 


Percy considers attacking him with the butter knife in his hand. He takes a 
deep breath instead. “We don’t have those. Move your butt, though, we 
don’t have all night.” 


“That,” Apollo sighs, but stands to follow him into the kitchen. Percy 
pretends not to notice mom and Paul exchanging amused looks. “Is not in 
my top-ten of ways someone’s told me to move my assets.” 


“Oh gods,” Percy groans in despair. “I will kill you.” 
“Now that’s what I call making me feel at home.” 


Percy doesn’t actually trust Apollo to be able to do the dishes well, so he 
takes care of most of it, trying to teach him the ropes. He doesn’t seem 
happy about it, not at all, pouting the whole time, but eventually he gets 
used enough to the task that he gets this thoughtful frown that wrinkles the 
skin between his eyebrows, and speaks up. 


“Those emperors you mentioned,” Apollo says, cautious, side-eyeing Percy 
as he washes up a pot and uses his powers to control the water in a second 
sponge to scrub plates. “Who were they?” 


“Uh, can’t really recall. All I really know is some trivia, and that they really 
wanted to kill you,” Percy mumbles, frowning. It’s been a while. “I’ve 
honestly been a little... busy, so I haven’t really kept up with that, but from 
what I got told one of them burned Rome down?” 


Apollo’s face goes blank. “Nero.” 


“Yeah, another apparently just really wanted to be you, something about 
boots—” 


A wince. “Ugh, Caligula.” 


“And... some Hercules fanboy?” Percy asks, looking down at his work, and 
almost jumps out of his skin when Apollo drops the plate he was holding to 
the ground. He stares at him, trying to discern what made him drop it, but 
all he finds is a horrified expression, Apollo’s whole semblance screaming 
of him being physically sick. He wavers, almost dropping to the ground, 
and Percy extends his hands out to his shoulders, keeping him upwards. 
“Oh, shit. Dude, are you okay? Is the mortal thing getting to you? It’s 
alright, try to stay on your feet—” 


“And they dealt with all that?” Apollo asks, clutching at Percy’s shirt, 
breathing hard. “With the emperors and Python? Just the three of them?” 


Percy stares at him, stunned. “I— they had some help. Like Jason, Piper, 
and even Grover. They also met this crazy powerful Demeter kid trying to 
run away or something. And your sister kept an eye on them. They’re good. 
The emperors weren’t expecting them.” 


“They expected me,” Apollo shivers in his grasp, and tries to move away 
from his space, but Percy forces him to lean against the counter. He 
crouches to pick up the broken plate, and only when he’s halfway done is 
when Apollo finds words again. “I'll... I have to speak to them. I have to 
reward them.” 


“We can go over to camp over a weekend,” Percy suggests, not really 
knowing what else to say. He wasn’t expecting Apollo to have a breakdown 
like this. It isn’t as funny as he thought it would be. “When we’re not too 


busy. I’m sure they’ll appreciate the sentiment... but you're not in any 
position to give a reward, to be honest.” 


Apollo deflates, then hesitates before crouching next to him, dragging a 
kitchen towel hanging from the oven with him. “You’re not supposed to 
pick those up bare handed, Percy.” 


Percy stares at him. “It’s fine. It’s just a plate.” 


“I’m sorry,” Apollo shakes his head, pressing his lips together. “I... I got 
nervous. I’ll apologize to your mother for breaking it later.” 


“Huh,” Percy lets out, unable to stop himself. “I didn’t know gods knew 
how to say sorry.” 


Apollo winces, almost dropping a big piece of the plate. “We don’t. I don’t. 
Please... don’t tell anyone of this? I don’t think it would be... appropriate, 
if I came back into the world like, like—” 


He swallows down whatever he was going to say, but Percy suspects he 
means a powerless, awkward teenager. He can’t say he blames him. “Hey, I 
don’t kiss and tell.” 


“Good,” Apollo nods, taking a deep breath. He still looks five seconds away 
from sobbing, and Percy feels some sympathy for that; he knows too well 
that it’s not easy to resist the urge to cry for a whole day. He stares at him, 
waiting for some further appreciation of his silence, and Apollo hesitates 
again, but he gets it right. “Um, I... thank you? Thank you. Yeah.” 


Percy snorts, standing up to drop the broken pieces of the plate in the trash 
can. “Gods are trainable, after all.” 


Apollo makes an offended noise, and Percy smiles, rolling his eyes. He 
decides not to say that was a compliment, because he doesn’t want to inflate 
Apollo’s ego. 


The rest of the dishes are done in silence, and Apollo follows him like a 
puppy around the apartment after that, as he gets ready to drive them to the 


mall. He doesn’t seem impressed by Percy’s room at all, which is to be 
expected, but he does stare at the moonlace in his windowsill with an 
almost wishful expression. Percy realizes, again with an annoying burst of 
sympathy, that it’s probably been six months since he’s seen or heard from 
his sister. 


Still, he can’t go soft. So he washes up, explains to Apollo how to do the 
same and lets him borrow a few of his clothes. He doesn’t seem to 
appreciate the shirt he gives him, since it refers to Icarus’ fall from the sky, 
but he keeps his commentary to himself and doesn’t threaten to get back at 
Percy for that one, which he figures is a good way to keep things around 
here: a little bit of respect, a little bit of friendly, if judgmental teasing. 


Apollo politely asks to man the car radio, and Percy lets him, thinking that 
he might need a win in order to have a little bit of motivation, beyond his 
godhood, to get through the school year. He sticks to what Percy considers 
safe air stations, probably unsure of whether Percy would judge his taste or 
not, and while he would, it’s not like he can blame him— he’s the god of 
music. He probably likes everything. 


Most of the shopping goes well. And that's a rather generous most. 


“Apollo, we’re not spending half your money on clothes,” Percy says, 
trying not to sound as annoyed as he is as he tries to take the Hawaiian shirt 
Apollo’s holding away from him. Amazingly, he resists, unapologetic, 
meeting his eyes with a frown. Percy matches it. “We need school supplies 
and they’re out of season. It’s gonna be expensive.” 


Apollo pulls at the shirt, pouting. “Let me keep this one.” 


“You can’t wear this to school,” Percy insists, then points at a crop top. “Or 
that. You’re gonna get hate crimed.” 


“Seriously?” Apollo whines, but seems to take his words to heart. He lets 
go of the crop top, but not the shirt. “Surely there’s a way to make this 
wearable for... mortal sensibilities.” 


Percy counts to ten in his head. Patience. Sweet patience. He decides to go 
for a low blow. “You wouldn’t look good in that anyways, dude.” 


It was the wrong thing to say. Apollo makes an offended noise and turns, 
heading straight to the changing rooms, and Percy has no choice but to 
stand outside waiting for him to prove that he is hot, despite his protests, 
because he’s apparently struck a nerve far more sensitive than he thought he 
had. 


When Apollo comes out, though, in cuffed loose jeans with the shirt tucked 
in, quite a few bottoms off the top undone and displaying an alarming 
amount of perfectly tanned skin, his mouth goes dry. He immediately looks 
away from that particular spot, leaning into his annoyance instead of 
whatever other conflicting feelings he’s having, rolling his eyes. 


Apollo faces the mirror that’s off to their right, fixing up his hair, frowning. 
“T look a little average, but I believe this is acceptable.” 


Percy ignores the aneurysm he almost has at the word average. He clears 
his throat. “See, I was right. Not worth it.” 


“Oh, no, I’d rather just leave the skinny jeans behind to take the shirt— 
they were too long on me, and they’! probably go out of fashion in the next 
five, ten years. No one can see me wearing those,” Apollo doesn’t look 
away from his reflection in the mirror, which is just fine by him, because he 
doesn’t notice Percy looking up at the ceiling and praying to any vague 
divine entity listening to please give him some more patience. When he 
looks back at him, though, he’s staring at Percy. He winks. “You look good 
in skinny jeans, though. You’re allowed to keep them.” 


Blushing, Percy intensifies his glare. “Are you done shopping?” 


Thankfully, he is. The cashier looks at them with a friendly smile, and when 
she’s done bagging Apollo’s clothes, looks at Percy and winks. “You’re 
such a cute couple.” 


“Thank you!” Apollo says, not even blinking, and then pushes Percy out of 
the store as he considers whether this is worth it. Surely he can just go to a 


community college, right? Right. Yeah. But then he thinks of Estelle and his 
surprisingly ambitious career goals and he figures this is on par with how 
his life goes so he might as well embrace it. Apollo smiles at him, which 
only makes him more miserable. Fuck, he is kinda hot. “Can we get 
Starbucks?” 


Percy’s starting to realize that he likes Apollo a lot more when he keeps his 
mouth shut. 


Apollo behaves a little bit for the rest of their shopping trip. He 
wholeheartedly throws himself into the task of going into every single book 
shop to find the best deals in regards to out-of-season textbooks, not even 
blinking when he’s told some editions are second hand. This is not the kind 
of behavior Percy expected; much like at the clothing store, he fully thought 
that Apollo would want everything brand new and shiny, and since he has 
such a frantic energy regarding their hunt, he decides to ask. 


“In the old days, Percy,” Apollo starts, raising his chin a little, like he’s 
slipping into the role of an old master. It inadvertently makes Percy have to 
tilt his head back to look up at him, which is at least five kinds of annoying. 
“Knowledge was shared by word of mouth and fine-tuned by practice. It 
wasn’t until I decided to improve that system that proper education was 
born, and from there the whole thing has run wild. Still, learning is a 
complicated process, because it is not perfect, so these textbook things— 
perhaps they aren’t always useful, but they still hold some wisdom. And 
I’m going to need a lot of that to get through high school and reclaim my 
godhood, since I don’t hold all the answers, even if you little puny mortals 
think we gods always do.” 


Percy stares, dumbfounded. “You actually have thoughts?” 


“Very funny,” Apollo scoffs, but his lips twitch with a smile. “I’m Athena’s 
foil, ’'ll have you know. Her domains can’t be fully realized without my 
own. I just know how to have fun, unlike her.” 


“Right,” Percy nods, and decides to tease him a little, since he’s clearly 
gotten a slight ego bump from this. “Does that mean you’re Zeus’ favorite 
son?” 


Apollo’s expression grows sour, and he presses his lips together. “I wish to 
not speak of the matter, Perseus. Let us... let us continue.” 


He catches the edge of genuine hurt behind the neutral expression he forces, 
which makes him feel bad. He knows Apollo’s going through a lot right 
now; his first day as a mortal isn’t even over, but it’s... hard to feel bad 
about a god. Especially one that was usually so nonchalant and uncaring, 
and let himself be tricked by someone as pathetic and sleazy as Octavian. 


But whatever. Percy doesn’t want to hold any grudges towards dead people 
since he doesn’t have the emotional capacity to, as of late, and he knows he 
can’t blame Apollo for having a shitty legacy any more than he can blame a 
demigod for having a shitty parent. He shouldn’t hold double standards for 
that, so he decides, if a little begrudgingly, to let Apollo have one nice 
thing. 


Which means they go to Starbucks after they’re done shopping. He only 
accepts this because Apollo insists on paying. 


“T want a venti iced white mocha with vanilla sweet cream cold foam and 
caramel drizzle,’ Apollo orders, holding intense eye-contact with the 
cashier, who just nods along mechanically, perhaps used to stranger 
requests. Personally, he thinks that order is absolutely horrible, way too 
sweet, but he doesn’t say anything; Apollo must sense his judgment 
anyways, since he pauses, then opens his mouth again. “And two chocolate 
muffins, please. Percy?” 


Percy sighs. “A trenta cold brew—” 
Apollo nods. “A man of culture, I suppose, if you’re depressed—” 


“Eight espresso shots,” Percy continues, and Apollo audibly, visibly chokes. 
The cashier raises his eyebrows a little bit, eyes widening just so, but then 
he hides that under a perfectly pleasant customer service smile. Percy 
wonders how many years of life he has left in his eyes. “But make those 
blonde, thank you.” 


“Perseus, I didn’t know you were into that kind of thing,” Apollo says, after 
they’ve paid for their order. Percy stares at him in confusion, and Apollo 
shoots him a rather innocent-but-not-at-all smile. “I could fix you up, but 
you’re only seventeen...” 


He catches on. “What the fuck, man? I— it’s coffee, why are you making it 
weird—” 


“Oh, I’m sorry, we’re gonna pretend your order is completely normal, 
mister eight espresso shots!” Apollo interrupts, nudging his side with his 
elbow. Percy nudges him back, far more unkindly. Apollo winces. “You’re 
never going to make it to forty with that sort of drinks—” 


“Yours is a monstrosity,” Percy points out, rolling his eyes. “You do realize 
you’re mortal now, right? All that sugar and shit is gonna go straight into 
your waistline and give you acne for ages—” 


“Oh, fuck,’ Apollo whines, shaking his head, eyes widening. “Oh shit, 
acne? Fuck... I didn’t consider...” 


“Good luck with that,” Percy snorts. But then Apollo stares at him, without 
saying a word, for entirely too long for casual. He frowns. “What?” 


“You don’t have acne,” Apollo notices, raises his hand as if he’s going to 
touch his face, but thinks better of it and lowers it back down. “I mean, with 
the amount of blonde shots you indulge into, it shouldn’t be a surprise...” 


If it hadn’t been for their names being called, Percy would’ve tackled him 
right there and then and started a fist fight. As it is, he has to remember he’s 
a decent human being and it wouldn’t be cool to beat up the fruity-ass weird 
new guy at his school, ancient god or not, because other people wouldn’t 
know this clown is older than math. 


By the time they get back in the car, Percy feels drained, which means he 
just sits behind the steering wheel and has a few long gulps of his drink. 
Apollo stares in apparent horror, taking sips of his own, as well as 
occasional bites out of his muffin. 


Once Percy sighs and relaxes, breaking away from his coffee, Apollo 
nudges the other muffin towards him. “This is for you. I— well, it 
obviously isn’t a grand gesture, but I do appreciate your determination to 
keep me company instead of tossing me out to deal with this... mortal stuff 
alone, beyond allowing me in your home. My blessings are upon you, and 
such.” 


“And such,” Percy repeats, finding that, well, it is kinda amusing, how this 
is all going down. Despite how frustrating Apollo is, he seems to be unable 
to help it; he isn’t an inconsiderate asshole on purpose, he’s just used to a 
different lifestyle. The gravity of it probably won’t hit him fully until after 
he’s gone through a full week of classes and painfully average life, and 
Percy knows that’s gonna be a hard crash. He hopes he learns something 
from it, at least. “You can just say thank you, man. It’s cool. I’m kinda 
doing it for the money, but it wouldn’t be nice to let you wander around and 
let yourself get killed or something.” 


“Yes,” Apollo nods slowly, perhaps still getting used to the concept of 
thanking someone properly, instead of just using filler words. “Well, thank 
you, then. I have... I have a feeling I will need your support as I get used to 
my situation. This isn’t the first time I’ve been punished with mortality, but 
this is quite different from the last two.” 


Percy takes a bite out of the muffin, chews, and swallows it down with a sip 
of coffee. “Two? So you’ve been through this before?” 


“Yes, indeed. I was bound to serve a mortal master... not unlike slavery, to 
be honest. Your father was punished alongside me one of those times, in 
fact,” Apollo sighs, swirling his drink and looking into it like it holds the 
answers to his problems. “I would call you my master this time around, but 
I feel like that’s not the point of it. You weren’t told you were going to gain 
someone to help you graduate, you were told to make sure I had a place to 
crash while I managed... everything you already are, I guess.” 


Percy looks at his forlorn expression, and feels that sympathy again. Mom 
raised him way too nice. “Listen, I’m sure it’ll turn out okay. High school 
is... awful, and it’s gonna be even worse for us because we got terrible 
grades. But look on the bright side, we can... check each other, I guess. 


Make a team so that I don’t kill you in your sleep and we pass all our 
classes.” 


“Like a truce?” Apollo asks, completely glossing over the death threat. He 
must really be used to them. “I could agree to that. It would be nice. 
Cheers?” 


He raises his cup for them to click them together, but Percy has a better 
idea, and takes hold of it instead, pushing his own into his hand. “Let's take 
a sip each. It’s kinda more formal. You try mine and I try yours.” 


Apollo squints. “Is that an innuendo?” 


Percy takes a big gulp out of Apollo’s cup, cringes at the sugar, and then 
holds it out the window. “If you make another sexual reference I’m never 
taking you to Starbucks again. Now, drink.” 


“You’re quite terrifying, Perseus,” Apollo shakes his head, wincing as Percy 
shakes his cup in a threatening manner. Bracing himself, Apollo takes a sip, 
and instantly coughs, almost dropping the cup. “Holy shit, how can you 
drink this—?” 


“That was barely a taste!” Percy protests, trying to bite back a smile, but 
Apollo is shaking his head no, trying to hand him his drink back. Rolling 
his eyes, Percy grins at him. “Come on, don’t be a coward. Another sip and 
you can have your sugar back. This is for the sake of our truce. I’ll even 
stop making fun of you, but just a little bit.” 


Apollo pouts, sighing. “Fine.” 

He’s more prepared for the second sip, which, to his credit, is bigger than 
the last. He clings almost desperately to his drink when Percy gives it back, 
and eats a big chunk of his muffin, sniffling. 


“Are you crying?” Percy asks, incredulous. 


“You said you wouldn’t make fun of me,” Apollo mumbles, pouting again, 
but when he looks at Percy he offers him a smile, a little wobbly but real 


and amused, making his whole face just, like, ten times more charming. His 
breath catches, because yeah, alright. Apollo’s hot and he has a pretty smile. 
He has to admit it. “I’m a sensitive individual.” 


“1 don’t doubt it,” Percy sighs, turning back to the steering wheel and 
igniting the car. “Well, not judging. Let’s just get back and sort you out so I 
can figure out those fucking historic dates. I fucking hate dyslexia.” 


“Oh dear,” Apollo grimaces. “I suppose we’ll have a rather interesting 
evening. See, I knew it was a good choice to get Starbucks. It’ll lift our 
spirits.” 


In the end, Percy comes to terms with the fact that this could be worse. Oh, 
so much worse. At least Apollo doesn’t seem to be bat-shit insane like other 
gods, so he’ll count his blessings, and try his best to get used to it. Who 
knows? Maybe Apollo will prove to be a decent person by the time this is 
all done, and they can be... friends, or whatever, before he inevitably 
forgets about it the second he gets his godhood back. 


All in all, there are worse ways to make money. 


Percy learns a real curious fact about Apollo during their first week at 
school: he’s a fucking nerd. 


Maybe he shouldn’t be surprised, but Apollo throws himself at whatever 
work he’s told to do with far more ease than Percy expected. It’s not exactly 
enthusiastic—during their cram study session last night, Apollo could not 
stop grumbling under his breath about the inaccuracies—but it’s certainly 
determined. Percy figures the reward for doing well at the end of the road is 
just good enough to justify it. 


His fights with the professors at their rather uninspired teaching methods 
slowly wind down, which is a miracle in and of itself. Apollo has to do a lot 
more cramming than him, in the end, because he’s starting the year late, so 
Apollo has no option but to resign himself to taking the tests the exact way 
their teachers want him to. 


He starts to question how this is a punishment after the third day, because so 
far it’s been going smoothly. The most... awkward thing has been listening 
to Apollo’s quiet sobs at night, when he thinks Percy’s asleep. He’s been 
going soft on him because of it, since Percy can’t help it. But other than 
that, it’s less annoying and long-suffering than he thought it’d be. The fact 
that two days into it mom checked her bank account to find herself twenty- 
thousand dollars richer certainly helps Percy’s motivation to keep dealing 
with this for a while. 


Then, during lunch on their fourth day, Apollo tries to talk to the other 
students instead of quietly hanging around Percy. 


He goes for the student body president, since they run into her on the way 
to the library. Percy doesn’t think Apollo even knows that she’s the student 
body president, or that she’s in AHS after getting out of juvie for charges on 
drug trafficking, but he decides to tell him later. “You’re Lisa, right?” 


Lisa looks him up and down, running a hand through her dark hair, and 
Percy feels extremely awkward at how openly interested that gaze is. 
“Yeah. And who are you?” 


“A—” Apollo starts, and Percy subtly shifts his weight and steps on him. 
He doesn’t even wince this time, which Percy will give him credit for. 
“Lester. The name’s Lester. Tell me, dear Lisa, who may I speak to in order 
to claim my proper place in the school hierarchy?” 


Lisa stares at him and snorts. He looks behind them and raises an eyebrow. 
“You’re funny. Maybe you should ask Jeremy.” 


Ah, shit. Percy tries to intervene. “I don’t think—” 


“Hey, Jeremy!” Lisa calls, waving at him. Percy internally rolls his eyes as 
the guy approaches; standing at Percy’s height, thick as a tree, but otherwise 
decently handsome, Jeremy’s the football team quarterback, and Percy 
avoids his type on principle. The most interesting conversation topic this 
guy can come up with is the Superbowl, last he checked. “This is Lester. 
He’s new here.” 


“Fuck, man, did your mom not want you or what? That’s a shit name,” 
Jeremy says, casually crossing his arms. Apollo’s mouth drops open. Percy 
preemptively grabs his elbow. “What’s up?” 


“What did you just say about my mother—?” Apollo tries to take a step 
forwards and Percy pulls him back, digging his nails into his skin because 
he’s most definitely stronger than he looks, and he doesn’t look small at all; 
Apollo’s taller than Jeremy, if a little leaner, built like a casual wrestler and 
archer. He just, well—he never acts big. “Perseus, let go of me. I can take 
many offenses, but my mother loves me dearly—” 


“Bro it was just a joke,” Jeremy rolls his eyes, and Apollo gets a murderous 
look in his eyes. If Apollo’s mom had actually gotten insulted, maybe Percy 
would interfere more, but he has to admit Lester is a shit name. Apollo is 
just being sorry for himself again. “Lisa, what the fuck is this?” 


“Lester wants to be popular,” Lisa says, tone dry. There’s a twinkle of 
amusement in her eyes that makes Percy remember why he hates her, other 
than her pushy student body agenda. “I thought I’d show him who the most 
popular guy in school is.” 


Jeremy straightens his shoulders with what is definitely misplaced pride. 
“Well, I'm quarterback.” 


Apollo stares between the two of them and Percy watches him visibly lose 
all hope. “Ah, I see. Well—is your theater department better than this, at 
least?” 


Lisa shrugs. “They do Romeo and Juliet once a year.” 
“Romeo and Juliet,” Apollo’s eye twitches. “Not even Hamlet?” 


“We also do Peter Pan,” Jeremy chimes in. He throws Lester his signature 
dumb smile. “I’m always Peter.” 


“You—” Apollo stops himself, taking a deep breath. He looks like he’s on 
the verge of cardiac arrest. When he manages to compose himself, he 
throws a forced smile at Lisa. “Lovely meeting you!” 


Then he turns and grabs Percy’s wrist and pulls him away into the library 
with quick, wide strides. He doesn’t say a word until they find the darkest 
corner of the library, and when he does, it’s a whine. 


“Perseus Jackson!” Apollo cries, taking him by the shoulders. Percy 
casually shrugs him off, only for Apollo to grab him by the shoulders again. 
He gives up and lets it be. “Why didn’t you tell me this school is socially 
dead?!” 


“J mean, I thought you had gathered that,” Percy shrugs with one shoulder. 
“Dude, it’s a last resort school. It’s lame. It’s boring. Why do you think I 
just sit in corners by myself?” 


“Because you’re an introvert! You don’t like people, Perseus, it doesn’t take 
a genius to figure that out!” Apollo says, and wow, rude, but he’s not 
exactly wrong, so Percy just nods. “But I’m not like that! I need to 
socialize.” 


Percy raises his eyebrows. “What you mean is you want worshipers, don’t 
you?” 


“I’m so glad you understand,” Apollo sighs with relief. “Perseus, what am I 
supposed to do with this? It’s, it’s—unthinkable! The idea that a place filled 
with knowledge, and education, and hundreds of young people would be 
this... dry. Dull! You should be filled with music and arts! The gossip 
should be miles into the atmosphere!” 


“Man, sorry to break it to you,” Percy winces. “But I don’t think even 
normal schools are like that. Most people are too busy trying to figure out 
how to learn shit to worry about that stuff. They just drift in and out of 
groups, and some people are more popular, I guess, but it’s not like movies 
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“I’m not talking about movies!” Apollo protests, letting go of Percy and 
crossing his arms. “I’m talking about ancient times! The houses of thought I 
sponsored would’ve never allowed the social part of education to die down 
this much. There should be all sorts of interaction, Perseus, both on an 


academic and personal level. Not even the professors seem inspired! It 
shouldn’t... it’s like no one cares.” 


Oh. 
Apollo’s punishment isn’t studying. 


Apollo’s punishment is seeing his own domains be butchered in his eyes, 
and having no social circle to speak of to satisfy his need for attention. 
Percy frowns at him, watching the very real moisture in his eyes. He 
doesn’t understand how things work now, why the system is the way it is, 
and he has to face it while at his most vulnerable. 


“Aren’t you, like, the protector of the youth?” Percy asks, and Apollo looks 
at him with a frown, nodding. Percy sighs. Of course. Of course Zeus sent 
him to a high school, of all places. “Man... I’m not really sorry for you, you 
know? You’ve sucked at your job. You can’t just expect things to work out 
for you. Things are different from thousands of years ago—hell, decades 
ago. But you’re gonna have to get over it and adapt.” 


“Adapt,” Apollo repeats, staring blankly at the bookshelves, shaking his 
head. “You’re the one that should be bending to my will, Perseus. This 
whole school should. I should be getting celebrated for even sparking the 
flames of education that gives them their business.” 


Percy presses his lips together and shakes his head. “Yeah, well. Not 
anymore. You’re one of us now. So get your shit together, Apollo.” 


And with that, Percy turns and leaves him, pulling his earphones out of his 
back pocket to head to his favorite quiet table. He sits down, opens his 
textbooks, and within ten minutes, the chair in front of him scrapes against 
the floor, and Apollo sits down in front of him. 


Percy glances at his puffy eyes and red face and sighs. He reaches into his 
backpack and pulls out a Tupperware with cookies that he’d planned on 
eating by himself instead of sharing. Fuck. It’s like his mom knows. 


He opens it and lets it lay on the table. After a few minutes, Apollo reaches 
out and takes one. He clears his throat. “This is going to be hard, isn’t it?” 


Percy hums. “Yep.” 


Instead of sobbing again, Percy sees Apollo’s shoulders drop with 
something that rings very close to acceptance. 


Well. It’s a start. 


3. Chapter 3 


Notes for the Chapter: 
i'm spoiling you. be grateful 


The first weekend arrives and Percy realizes Apollo’s finally moved on 
from the first stage of grief: denial. 


Annabeth comes back from Boston, which means SAT practice exams and a 
general overview of how Percy’s been doing for the couple weeks she was 
gone. They talk over the phone—Paul’s phone—before she comes over to 
the apartment, stilted and quiet; he admittedly hid in the bathroom to get 
some privacy, now that he has a roommate. 


When he comes out, Apollo is sitting on Percy’s window frame, staring at 
the moolance with a frown. Percy winces; what’s the next stage? Anger? 
Ugh. That won’t do, so he tries to extend an olive branch. 


“Hey, Annabeth is coming over to study,” he says, and watches Apollo 
extend a hand out to the moonlace. To Percy’s astonishment, the plant 
actually moves away from him. Apollo clicks his tongue in distaste, 
lowering his hand back down to the window frame. “Going over last week 
and stuff. You in?” 


“You don’t sound overjoyed,” Apollo notes, to which Percy throws him an 
annoyed look. Apollo doesn’t even look up from the moonlace, though. 
“Not even a daughter of Athena can make modern education interesting?” 


“Dude,” Percy shakes his head. “It’s not a big deal—” 


“Let me stop you right there, Percy Jackson!” Apollo snaps at him, and it’s 
so sudden he actually startles, and then he scowls at him, matching that 
frown, crossing his arms. Apollo stands up and walks all the way up to him, 
and goes as far as to press a finger against his chest. “It might not be a big 
deal to you, but it is to me! Perhaps it isn’t important, perhaps it’s too late, 
perhaps—” 


Apollo’s voice breaks. “Perhaps I didn’t care enough and this is just mortal 
hormones speaking, but am I not allowed to wallow?” 


Percy presses his lips together, feeling part of his indignation fade. But only 
a little. “You’ve been wallowing since before Gaea was even defeated, 
though. And all you cared about was yourself.” 


“T would’ve killed Octavian with my bare hands, if not for his promises of 
glory for Rome and my division with the desires of my Greek Pythia!” 
Apollo turns around dramatically, his hair hitting Percy’s nose so he inhales 
the faint scent of mountain laurel and sweet flowers he can’t identify. It 
reminds him of how Cabin Seven back at camp always smells. He wonders 
how Apollo even has that scent on him when he’s been using mom’s 
products. “How is it my fault Mother Gaea had been preparing to wake up 
since the 1940s? I’m not the god of the future, I’m the god of prophecy! I 
don’t dictate it, I shape it! My Oracle has gone underused for decades! Who 
knows how many more delayed prophecies Rachel Dare has to give?! And 
what about Rome, which has had fragments of that prophecy for centuries 


__ |” 


“Apollo,” Percy cuts him off, setting a hand on his shoulder. He’s extremely 
hot to the touch, like he has a fever, but Percy knows better. He doesn’t 
know exactly how mortal is mortal, for a god—he bleeds red, for sure, 
because Apollo whined about a papercut this week until Percy’s ears fell 
off, but that could easily be demigod level, and the last thing he needs is 
Apollo accidentally blowing up their apartment while throwing a hissy fit. 
“You’re raging. You need to calm down.” 


“Calm down?!” Apollo meets Percy’s eyes, wet with unshed tears of anger. 


“Calm down? How? Have you never had everything torn from you before 
__9” 


“T have, in fact,” Percy presses his lips together. Apollo freezes. “Including 
all my memories. Whatever you’re going through now— it’s similar enough. 
Gods toying with you, using you as a scapegoat. Nothing new.” 


“How do you cope?” Apollo asks, his voice small, reaching out to take one 
of Percy’s hands in his. “I—Perseus, my mind is a kiddie pool. I can’t— 


details escape me. How could you live with so little and stand to lose so 
much? I... this isolation from everything I know...” 


Percy swallows. He doesn’t really know how to answer that. “I don’t know, 
man. I just... I kept moving. I did something about it. Listen, man, let’s just 
—study. Annabeth will be here any second now, and she’s better at 
explaining the whole SATs thing than I am—” 


“T already know what those are,” Apollo turns up his nose, looking like he 
would rather keep venting to him. He lets go of Percy’s hand, turning 
towards the moonlace again. “I wrote half of it.” 


Percy stares at his profile, stuck between annoyed, horrified, and... well, to 
be honest? Worried. He doesn’t know what Apollo’s temper might result in 
once he moves on from it. More tears at night, maybe? Percy doesn’t know 
how many more of those he can take, though. Every time he hears them he 
has to hold himself back from going into the kitchen and heating up milk 
and honey and cookies for him to make him feel better. 


Or, even better, he has to hold himself back from kicking him and tell him 
to let him sleep. They’re two very conflicting emotions, yes, but Percy has 
always considered himself unpredictable, and Apollo is a very frustrating 
person. God. Demigod. Mortal thing. Fuck. 


As it is, he just sighs, and goes about picking up his backpack to organize 
his notes. “I will never forgive you for that. Seriously? I should choke you 
with a pillow.” 


Apollo doesn’t even look back at him. 


What could be worse than a grumpy god turned mortal? 


The answer: Annabeth and said grumpy god arguing over calculus. 


“Lord Apollo, with all due respect,” Annabeth says, gritting her teeth. Percy 
is sitting between them at the kitchen island, while Apollo sits on the left 
end and she sits opposite him. They’ve been at this for ten minutes already, 


and Percy’s already forgotten what the actual problem was, or how this 
argument started. “Considering your lack of familiarity with modern 
practices—” 


“Annabeth, dear, I can solve a simple calculus problem,” Apollo rolls his 
eyes; he is tense, scowling like he has been all week, and clearly offended, 
grabbing his pencil so hard that Percy doesn’t doubt he would blow 
Annabeth to bits if he could. “I inspired the damn practices. I’ve been doing 
just fine all week, I’ve corrected quite a few stumbling teachers—” 


“T’m pretty sure this particular type of calculus wasn’t discovered until 
much after your cult died down—” 


“And just who do you think helped it be discovered?” 


Annabeth pauses, raising her eyebrows. “Well, my mother, as the goddess 
of knowledge—” 


“Excuse me?!” Apollo slams his hands down on the table. Percy decides 
that being non-confrontational is the best route possible and gently grabs 
Apollo’s textbook, looking at the problem he was staring down at. He 
remembers now, he asked something about it because he was confused. He 
regrets it. With a sigh, he starts looking through the book. “Whoever told 
you that? Your mother is many wise and clever things, but goddess of 
knowledge she is not! I am! Polyhymnia, one of my Muses, is the muse of 
geometry!” 


“But this isn’t a geometry problem!” Annabeth sets a hand on Percy’s 
shoulder, and he just avoids eye contact, still thumbing through the book. 
“Percy, back me up here, I’m just trying to help—” 


“T’m finding your teaching methods quite inefficient!” Apollo huffs out, 
gesturing at the island with all their notes and supplies scattered around. 
Apollo’s side is neatly organized and his notes are color-coded with glitter 
pens and highlighters he had insisted on needing when they walked past a 
storefront on the way back home the other day. Percy’s side is just his pile 
of notebooks and textbook on a stool next to him, a couple pens and an 
eraser. 


Annnabeth’s side... well. She’s never been that organized. In fact, Percy 
still gets flashbacks to the whole of the Athena cabin being organized 
chaos; everyone knew what everything was, but no one else had any hope 
of figuring it out, which made it very difficult to find something if the 
designated person in charge of a particular subject wasn’t around. 


Which means Annabeth takes up two thirds of the island space. Apollo 
looks disgusted. 


“Well, I’m not the most organized,” Annabeth frowns, looking self- 
consciously at her scattered pages with writing on both sides. And on the 
margins. With no differentiation. Percy knows that if he tried reading them, 
he’d find shortened words and essentially an entirely coded language. “It’s 
fine, though. I’ve helped Percy a lot, haven’t I?” 


Percy feels both their eyes turn towards him. He looks up and sheepishly 
clears his throat. “Uh, can’t we just move on? I have swimming practice 
later...” 


“See!” Apollo gestures at Percy. “He can’t even lie!” 
Annabeth gasps, offended. “Percy wouldn’t lie about me helping him!” 


Percy mentally taps out after that and randomly keeps passing the pages of 
the calculus book. Eventually, he stops, and looks at Annabeth. 


She’s messy today. Which is to be expected because she only got back from 
Boston a couple hours ago. They’re not dating anymore—they mutually 
agreed that, after six months, their ideal future together did not sound so 
good anymore—but she’s still beautiful and fierce. She looks amazing with 
her gaze stormy and her mouth pulled into a frown; it’s no wonder Percy 
was so into her growing up. 


He kinda still is, but he has no wish to go back to dating her. They’ve only 
been broken up since she left for Boston, and they haven’t told anyone. 
Percy feels like he should be more heartbroken about it, but he just... it 
feels right. It makes sense. He doesn’t want to tie Annabeth to anything that 


could get between her and her dreams, and Annabeth doesn’t want to do so 
either. 


Percy’s resigned to not getting anything more done this afternoon, and 
almost lazily, his eyes slip to Apollo. He takes him in, furiously arguing 
with all those big gestures and dramatic flair, with that confident, angry, 
melodious voice, and those piercing blue eyes with notes of sunlight in 
them. Apollo pulled his hair into a man bun at some point during their hours 
of studying, but as Percy watches, he furiously reaches up and undoes it, 
letting all those blond curls and waves fall free, haloing his face. 


Percy’s mouth goes dry. He blinks, raking his eyes all over Apollo’s face, 
with those stoic Greek features, perfect and straight and proportionate as a 
statue even mortal, and then further down at the generous expanse of golden 
skin peeking out from that horrid Hawaiian shirt which is open almost right 
down to the middle of his chest. 


He glances back at Annabeth, licking his lips. Then Apollo again. Then 
Annabeth. Then back to Apollo, and his eyes linger there when he sees 
Apollo letting out a snort with a sharp, mocking smile, rolling his eyes, 
taking his hair to tie it back up. 


“Percy,” Annabeth’s voice calls, and he jumps in his seat, startled. He 
blinks, lowering his gaze, and focuses on Apollo’s eyes staring back at him 
with an incredulous, considering raised eyebrow. Instantly, he starts 
blushing, as he realizes he was just sitting there, ogling his ex-girlfriend and 
godly-annoyance at the same time. He looks at Annabeth, who is also 
staring at him oddly. “Did you get it?” 


Percy blinks. “Get what?” 


Annabeth frowns at him, then glances at Apollo. Percy looks between them 
as they seem to have a mental conversation in smart-hot-blond-people 
language. She seems to lose the battle, as she sighs at Apollo’s triumphant 
smile. “The calculus problem, Percy.” 


“Oh,” Percy lets out softly. He glances down at the book and actually perks 
up. “Oh, the answer’s here.” 


“Ts it, Perseus?” Apollo croons, and Percy blushes even further when he 
leans his elbows on the island and invades Percy’s space to read the book. 
He catches a whiff of his scent again and really, he’s gonna have to check 
what shampoo his mom is using. “Oh, look at that. I appear to be right!” 


Annabeth opens her mouth but Percy cuts in before they can start arguing 
again, looking at the clock. He’s definitely not running away from hot 
people. Nope. “I have practice, guys, sorry. We’re gonna have to end it 
here.” 


“Fine,” Annabeth sighs, crossing her arms. She looks exhausted from— 
willingly—arguing with Apollo. She quickly picks up her things and then 
smiles at him, strapping her bag across her shoulders. “Walk me to the 
subway on your way? 


Percy smiles, wrapping an arm around her shoulders and kissing the top of 
her head, and then letting her go, creating space between them. He’s just 
glad they’re still friends. “Sure thing. 


“Can I come?” Apollo asks, completely butting in. He’s looking curiously 
between the two of them, and then looks solely at Percy. 


Apollo allows his eyes to roam and gods, no. Gods, no, that’s going all over 
his body and instead of it being thoughtful like before, it’s actually leering 
now, even hungry. He blushes, and feels rather than sees Annabeth drilling 
a hole into the back of his head for it. 


“Er, no,” Percy says, clearing his throat. “How about you uh, help me write 
down the homework? Get a head start?” 


Apollo raises an eyebrow. “Perseus, you’re a wonderful, clever individual, 
but if you think I’m going to do your homework for you without you at 
least putting out—” 


“Oh my gods, dude!” Percy exclaims, and glares at him when all Apollo 
does is shamelessly shrug, smiling a sweet grin that feels filthy. He shoots 
an apologetic look at Annabeth, who is looking between them like she 


thinks she’s dreaming, and it’s not a nice dream. “Fine, I’ll let you sleep in 
my bed this time—alone! I’ ll take the air mattress!” 


Apollo tilts his head as if thinking about it, eyes twinkling. “Lovely. Have a 
fun walk!” 


Then he sits back down on his seat and goes about picking up Percy’s notes 
and reorganizing them. To his horror, he starts humming, and pulls out his 
glitter pens. Fuck. Fine. 


It isn’t until after he picks up what he needs for swim training and leaves 
with Annabeth, walking down to the station, that Percy realizes what just 
happened. “Fuck. He played me, didn’t he?” 


Annabeth laughs. “Yep.” 


“Don’t be mean,” Percy whines, elbowing her softly. “You aren’t the one 
dealing with him every day.” 


“He is a messy annoyance,” Annabeth nods, agreeing. “How did he take 
you going on a run with the swim team at five a.m. this moming?” 


Percy’s eye twitches. “He’s always up with the sun. It would be less 
annoying if he was helpful and made breakfast, but mom doesn’t want him 
near the stove yet. So he wasn’t fazed.” 


“I’m sorry you have to deal with him,” Annabeth rubs his shoulder, and 
Percy nods. Then, she surprises him: “So, I guess liking guys is something 
you figured out in the last couple weeks since we broke up?” 


Percy almost trips over his own feet. “What?” 


“Please,” Annabeth rolls her eyes, shooting him her signature Look of I 
know you know what I know, which makes him blush from head to toe. 
“You were staring hard at Apollo. You were practically licking him with 
your eyeballs—and you know, can’t blame you. He’s pretty and blond. Why 
else do you think he decided to come on to you? He obviously noticed.” 


“Gods, no,” Percy shakes his head in horror, eyes wide. “Fuck. He—fuck. 
He shouldn’t be given that power.” 


“Agreed,” Annabeth nods, frowning. “He’s infuriating. I don’t like him.” 


“Me neither, I think,” Percy swallows. “It’s weird, but yeah I don’t... I 
don’t know if I like guys? I guess I do. I haven’t been the same since 
Thanatos.” 


“Just Thanatos?” Annabeth snorts, rolling her eyes again. “Whatever you 
say, Percy.” 


He complains about that the rest of the way to the subway station, and they 
keep talking on the train. Finally, when he has to get off before her, Percy 
pulls her into a hug by way of goodbye, and sighs as he rests his chin on top 
of her head. 


“Hey,” he says. Annabeth hums, pulling back and looking at him with a 
smile. “We’re good, right?” 


Annabeth nods, patting his shoulder. “Of course we’re good. Now go, the 
swim team dictator can’t be arriving late.” 


Percy laughs and nods. “Okay. Don’t be a stranger. And please—stop 
arguing with Apollo so much?” 


“T’ll do my best,’ Annabeth shrugs, with a tone that doesn’t inspire 
confidence, but Percy will take what he can get. “See you around!” 


Ah, at least he’s getting paid. 


When Monday comes, Apollo seems to have graduated from anger to 
bargaining. He walks into the school and instantly signs up to as many clubs 
and sports team try-outs as he can, trying to find a clique to fit into, despite 
Percy telling him he needs to make time for studying. 


Apollo just scoffs. “I?ll make it work and you’ll swallow your incredulity, 
Percy Jackson.” 


“Jeez,” Percy sighs. “I was just pointing it out.” 


So, Apollo starts trying to become a social butterfly. It gives Percy peace, at 
least, and he fills Apollo in on all the students he asks him about that Percy 
knows one or two things about, as if he’s keeping a list of potential targets. 
It’s weird, how focused Apollo is on these people, and he’s noticed his eyes 
wandering a little too much, like when he looked at him in the kitchen in 
front of Annabeth. 


He tells himself to ignore it, and does. That is, until Wednesday after swim 
practice, when he and Apollo arrive back home. He now insists on watching 
him train, commenting after the fact that it’s no wonder he was praetor once 
with how ruthless he is with the team, to the point of making the water drag 
them back slightly to improve their speed in normal conditions. 


Everything went as normal; Apollo whined about this and that, tried to 
gossip with Percy, they did homework, had dinner with mom and Paul, and 
then headed to bed. 


Fun fact: Apollo sleeps in his underwear only, which he guesses is an 
advantage of being so hot—temperature wise. Yep. Only temperature wise. 
He also has no shame, and Percy has accidentally gotten an eyeful in the 
morning more than once already. Apollo insists it’s not odd because they’re 
both guys, and apparently, his beauty shouldn’t be hidden under fabrics. 


Percy’s been willing to work with all of this. He’s been willing to listen to 
Apollo sing his heart out in the shower every morning, using most of the 
hot water. He’s been willing to stand his quiet sobs at nights, and to ignore 
his sad eyes whenever the moonlace on his window scoots away from him. 
He’s even been willing to listen to him ramble on and on about homework 
because what Apollo says is actually useful and helpful and it’s fun seeing 
him be an absolute fucking nerd, in the best possible way. 


But there’s a limit to everything. 


And when Percy wakes up confused, in the middle of that Wednesday night, 
to the sound of a husky groan and what is unmistakably the sound of 
stroking one’s lube-wet dick, he realizes he’s found that limit. 


He sits up and throws a pillow down at Apollo, avoiding looking down at 
him on the air mattress. “Dude!” 


Apollo shrieks. Percy keeps his eyes closed, refusing to see what state he is 
in. There’s the shuffling and rustling of fabric, and then Apollo throws his 
pillow back at him, to which Percy assumes is safe to open his eyes. 


The second he does, Apollo climbs into his bed and grabs him by the 
shoulders. “Perseus! You scared me!” 


“T scared you?!” Percy asks, incredulous. “That’s what you’re gonna say? 
You’re gonna pretend you weren’t jerking it right underneath my nose while 
I slept?” 


“T’m not denying anything!” Apollo refutes, leaning back and crossing his 
arms. Percy glares at him. “There’s no shame in self-pleasure, Perseus. 
Especially when wrapped in these hormonal meat sacks of yours. 
Masturbation—” 


“T got it, I got it!” Percy shivers in embarrassment. Ugh. “You’re so proud 
of yourself for being horny, ugh, got it.” 


“Well, what do you suggest I do?” Apollo demands, shaking his head, 
gesturing down at his crotch. Percy does not look down. “How else could I 
deal with this? I’m just like you now, to everyone’s horror, I can’t just will 
the horny away! And you told me I couldn’t take long in the shower 
because of bills or some nonsense!” 


“T don’t care how you deal with it or when, just don’t do it in my room!” 
Percy rolls his eyes, and then says something that he’ll only realize later, 
he’ll heavily regret. “Deal with it at school, I don’t give a single fuck. Just 
—I don’t want to wake up to that again, understood?” 


Apollo freezes. Percy stares. Then, Apollo straightens up like he just had an 
idea. “Oh, Perseus, you’re truly a genius. Best hero in a thousand years, I 
tell you! I know exactly how to deal with this!” 


Percy just groans and pushes him off his bed and back on the air mattress. 
“Whatever, dude. I’m sleeping. No more jerking it!” 


And with that, Percy turns his back to him, covers his face with his pillow, 
and goes back to sleep. 


4. Chapter 4 


The next day at school, Apollo slips away from him as soon as they walk 
through the front doors, and Percy doesn’t see him except during class. He 
figures that he just has try-outs or something else and didn’t tell him—or he 
filtered it out when he was rambling about it to him on the subway, like he 
does every morning—and decides not to worry or think about it, because 
they have a Spanish quiz and he doesn’t need to occupy his brain with 
thoughts of Apollo instead of the struggle of differentiating embarazoso 
from embarazada. 


During lunch, though, Percy goes to one of his many quiet spots in the 
library, turning the corner of a shelf, and finally finds Apollo. 


He’s on his knees and has Lisa, the student body president, sitting on a 
table, hands on her thighs, her skirt lifted, a pair of red panties resting 
around one of her ankles. Lisa has her head thrown back and her mouth 
covered with a hand and it takes Percy a second to realize what he’s seeing 
from this angle, from directly behind Apollo. 


Apollo’s eating her out. He stands there frozen, and then the wet sounds of 
the movements of Apollo’s mouth register and Lisa lets out a moan and he 
turns around and nopes out of the room as fast as possible. 


Holy shit. 


Percy books it out of the library and makes it all the way to the swimming 
pool across the school and just sits on the bleachers in shocked silence. He 
mechanically eats his lunch, because there’s no way he’s ever passing up his 
mom’s cooking, and then wonders what to do about this. 


He can’t snitch on Apollo, obviously, that’d be more trouble than it’s worth. 
Other than that, his mind comes up blank, and shivers as he remembers the 
image of Apollo on his knees again. Jesus Christ. That, and many other 
things he did not need in his life. 


Percy isn’t sure how long he sits there, stuck between panic and shock, until 
he hears someone clearing their throat right next to him and pulls out 
Riptide out on instinct. 


He barely restrains himself from stabbing Apollo through his chest. Apollo 
shrieks and cowers, jumping away from him. “It’s me! It’s me, Perseus!” 


Percy blinks and then scowls, shaking his head, putting the cap back on 
Riptide. “Dude. I almost killed you.” 


Apollo gestures dramatically at his pen. “Why in Leto’s name would you 
try to stab me?!” 


“You scared me!” Percy shoots back, and falls back on his seat again, 
huffing and throwing a glare at him. “I didn’t hear you come in. Besides, 
after what I saw in the library I hardly need reasons to stab you.” 


“Oh,” Apollo tilts his head, and then smiles, smug and self-satisfied. “You 
saw that. I did indeed hear you come in. Did you enjoy—?” 


“Apollo,” Percy deadpans. “If you finish that question, I will personally 
push you off the top of the Empire State Building. Are we clear?” 


“Dear,” Apollo lets out, licking his lips. Percy can’t help but wrinkle his 
nose, remembering exactly where those were. “I thought you wanted me to 
take care of it outside of your home. In fact, your exact words were, do it at 
school, so—” 


“T didn’t think you were actually gonna start screwing around with people!” 
Percy interrupts, and Apollo shrugs, unapologetic. “Much less that you’d do 
so successfully—” 


“T’ll have you know, Percy Jackson, I can be quite charming,” Apollo huffs, 
bringing his hands up to his hair. Under Percy’s indignant stare, he undoes 
his ponytail and starts to work on a man bun. Percy can’t help but redden 
slightly, to which Apollo throws him a smirk. “See? You’re going through it 
yourself.” 


“Good looks go a long way,” Percy rolls his eyes. “How does eating 
someone out even translate to masturbation? It makes no sense—and why at 
the library?” 


“Percy, I’m sure you’re aware, pleasure isn’t just found in receiving it, it is 
also in giving it,” Apollo declares, hands on his hips like he’s trying to 
teach him a lesson. Percy just keeps glaring at him. Apollo deflates. “I was 
hoping you’d be more impressed.” 


“What do you even want with this?” Percy asks, heaving a sigh. “Like, just 
to get off?” 


“No,” Apollo purses his lips, crossing his arms. “I was hoping to learn more 
about the mind of the current average youth. Sex is just a perk of it.” 


Percy stares at him incredulously for a moment. “You are aware you can 
just make friends, right?” 


Apollo nods. “And? I can fuck my friends.” 


Percy debates whether it’s worth it or not to make it very clear they’re not 
friends then, and decides against it. That’d open a whole new can of worms. 
“Just don’t get anyone pregnant, okay? Because if you do, I’m going to 
have to deal with that, and the only pregnant person I want in my life is my 
mom, got it?” 


“Sure,” Apollo shrugs, pauses. Then he wrinkles his nose. “Wait, does this 
mean I have to use a condom?” 


“Do you usually not?” Percy asks, not meaning to. Apollo gets a wistful 
smile and opens his mouth, but Percy cuts him off. “No, nope. Forget I 
asked, I don’t wanna know, I know how many kids you have already, so—” 


“You’re way too surprised and vexed by this, Perseus,” Apollo clicks his 
tongue. “It’s just sex.” 


Percy blushes. “Maybe for you! Dude—most people in our class are 
seventeen. Maybe one or two are eighteen. Like, if you decide to fuck them, 


it’s probably gonna be their first time with someone!” 

“Then itll be great!” Apollo insists. “I’m a generous lover, and a legendary 
one at that! No hard feelings from them. Lisa was enchanted by it, we 
reached an agreement.” 


He’s running out of things to be mad about. Apollo... fuck him, Apollo has 
good points. He hates it. He’s so right about so many things that are wrong. 
“You don’t even care that they’re minors?” 


Apollo freezes, and his face morphs into something like surprise. “Perseus, 
I’m four-thousand years old. Would you really care if I looked seventeen or 
twenty one, when I’d still be too old for your mortal sensibilities for an 
eighty-year old?” 


“Uh,” Percy opens and closes his mouth. “I... hadn't considered that.” 


“Are you a virgin?” Apollo suddenly asks, and Percy puts his hand in his 
pocket and wraps it around Riptide, furiously blushing because, yes, he is, 
what about it? He’s been busy saving the world twice. Sensing the danger, 
Apollo, not a complete idiot, retracts his words. “I mean—! Not that I need 
to know, nor have a right to that information. Call it healthy curiosity.” 


“T’m pretty sure nothing that comes out of your mouth is healthy.” 


“T resent that, as someone who has spit onto people to make them healthy,” 
Apollo scoffs. “Also to curse them, but that’s beyond the point.” 


He can’t take this. He can’t do this. He stares at the pool and breathes in the 
scent of chlorine and rubs his eyes with his fingers; he hasn’t been this 
stressed out in a while. 


“Why,” Percy asks, giving up on trying to sound as worked up as he feels. 
“Why do you want to learn more about... the average youth?” 


Apollo stays quiet for several minutes, and then sits down next to him. He 
heaves a dramatic sigh. “Now, Perseus. Do not mock me.” 


Percy snorts. “Make it harder to make fun of you first.” 


“Hey!” Apollo protests, pouting, but Percy just rolls his eyes at him. Apollo 
shoots him the stink eye and then meets his eyes, going serious for a 
second. It dramatically changes all his features; he goes from your average 
fuck boy who just ate out a girl in the school library, to a god trapped in a 
seventeen year old mortal body in under a second, and it would give Percy 
whiplash if he wasn’t too aware of who and what he’s dealing with. 
“Alright, it’s just... ’ve been reflecting on my roles. On why I’m here. It 
just—it makes no sense, Perseus. I know my father couldn’t have thought 
this through this much. I feel... if my dear Rachel and my radiant William 
took care of recovering the Oracles, my father must have ran out of options 
to make a mockery out of me. To send me away.” 


“Maybe he’s just punishing you for helping Leo,” Percy suggests, and 
Apollo wrinkles his nose. “I’m pretty sure I heard somewhere that your son 
isn’t supposed to resurrect people again.” 


“Perhaps,” Apollo shrugs. He looks away from Percy at the pool and sighs; 
a sound that rings more ancient than it should be possible for someone that 
wakes up every day singing a different Britney Spears song. “But I have a 
feeling I’m supposed to reconnect with some of the oldest parts of myself, 
here. To... reinvent.” 


Percy raises an eyebrow. “The protector of youth thing?” 


“It’s my best guess—it’s the obvious guess, actually,” Apollo bites his lip, 
shaking his head. “The... the educational part of me, you could say. The 
more human part. Maybe I’ve neglected it.” 


“Maybe?” Percy repeats, and Apollo winces. “You know, isn’t your sister 
the same thing but for girls?” 


“Indeed,” Apollo lets out a smile at the mention of Artemis, but it's dim 
with sadness. Percy recalls the moonlace in his window once more, and 
wonders how it is that Apollo hasn't gotten even a letter or misplaced phone 
call from her. Artemis seems to be the tough love type, after all. He can’t 
imagine one of the twins without the other. “But I have so many forms, 
Percy. So many aspects, so many domains. My sister found a way to 


encompass it all in one bottle—the hunt, the wildemess, the moon, 
childbirth, women. I thought I knew how to do that. I do, it’s just...” 


Percy allows himself a bit of sympathy. But only a bit. “Things have 
changed. And you looked away.” 


“T looked away,” Apollo repeats, nodding. His gaze is far away, and looks 
almost unnaturally, disturbingly blue reflecting the pool water, and the tile 
around it. “Just like I looked away when Octavian started abusing his 
power, and when Delphi was taken. Demigod business, I thought. I will 
only interfere through a great request and offering, like the old times, since 
it’s war time. That’s what I told myself.” 


“But it isn't like before,’ Percy says, finishing off what he isn’t saying. 
Apollo is starting to look extremely upset, and he has a feeling this 
conversation will be done soon—something else for Apollo to reflect about. 
“Rachel could’ve used your help, Apollo. We all could have.” 


Apollo’s lip trembles, and he looks down at his lap, clenching his jaw. It’s 
not quite regret, what Percy sees in his expression, in the tense line of his 
shoulders, in his eyes. It’s closer, perhaps, to doubt. But it’s a start. 


“T see,” Apollo whispers. He blinks moisture out of his eyes, and then turns 
towards Percy and throws him a wobbly smile. Despite the shakiness of it, 
the vulnerability in his expression, one Percy hasn’t properly seen since that 
first day at the principal’s office, makes his whole visage even more 
beautiful. It’s almost unfair. “I learned quite a lot about dear Lisa, you 
know?” 


Percy smiles. Unexpectedly, he feels something curl in his chest, an 
emotion close to hope. Perhaps Apollo isn’t that much of a lost cause, after 
all. “Yeah?” 


Over the following two weeks, Apollo goes through what Percy would call 
a bender, if fucking half of the student body counts for something. It started 
with Lisa, then he continued with Jeremy, and then most of the football 
team, and the debate team, and the choir... 


Percy is only thankful that he doesn’t walk in on him again. He doesn’t 
know where Apollo is hiding and he doesn’t think he wants to know either. 
One morning, he walks into the bathroom while Apollo’s still going through 
his morning routine and catches him talking to himself in the mirror, 
humming and swaying slightly to the melody. 


“T am beautiful and everyone loves me!” He says, and winks at Percy, who 
just stares at him in open disgust. He pats his shoulder as he walks out. 
“Don’t you agree?” 


“No,” Percy rolls his eyes, but Apollo is already whistling and walking out 
to the room, talking entirely too loudly about breakfast, praising his mom 
for her skills with food, and flirting with Paul until he chokes on his coffee. 
Just another normal morning with Apollo. 


Apollo successfully entered choir, band, and the debate team. He’s been 
moaning on and on about how it’s a shame their school doesn’t have an 
archery team, so he’ll have to make due with all these other clubs. Percy’s 
just glad he isn’t trying swimming. It still doesn’t keep him from watching 
Percy’s practices, when he has time. 


Apollo has also seemed to settle a litthke more comfortably into the fact that 
of course mortals aren’t just ants for him to step on and do his bidding; he’s 
actually started volunteering at home to learn how to make breakfast, and 
Percy can only imagine this is the side effect of his quest to get closer to 
young people, to reinvent himself, as he put it. 


He can’t say he doesn’t appreciate the effort, and Percy has to admit that the 
way Apollo is trying to fit in now instead of lashing out makes everything 
better, more bearable, makes him easier to talk to and hang with. 
Sometimes, they even have regular conversations, and Percy’s left feeling 
warm and cozy and like he’s actually just talking to a normal person. 


Needless to say, Apollo’s riding a high. His social circle is growing, though 
he still sticks closer to Percy because of all the studying they have to do and 
it’s nice. It’s completely fine, and it makes Percy feel a little less lonely 
when he avoids everything and everyone to sit in the library and study and 
Apollo follows him without a single doubt or protest. 


But then Apollo will ruin it by going off to fuck more of their classmates 
and flirt with their teachers and the bubble is popped. 


Percy’s sick of it, honestly, and perhaps he’s being too petty and mean, but 
after a particularly rough weekend training session with the swim team, 
Percy decides Apollo’s gotten away with far too much, and he refuses to be 
hovering between comfortable and uncomfortable for the rest of the year. 
Apollo has to pick a lane. 


“Paul,” Percy says while they’re having dinner. Paul nods _ in 
acknowledgement, chewing a piece of chicken with his usual gusto. 
“Apollo’s been having sex at school.” 


Paul chokes. Mom lets out a gasp, and then starts hitting Paul’s back to help 
him free his airways, while Apollo just stares at Percy, puzzled. “I fail to 
see the relevancy of this subject for a meal, Perseus.” 


Before Percy can stab him with a knife, Paul speaks up, clearing his throat. 
“Apollo, you can’t be having sex at school.” 


“Why not?” Apollo frowns, crossing his arms. “It’s perfectly fine, I do it 
out of class hours—” 


“It’s against guidelines,” Paul says, using his patient teacher's voice. “There 
are rules in place. It doesn’t mean you can’t have sex, but there is an 
advantage to separating that from the school, and you’ll avoid getting in 
trouble like that.” 


Apollo squirms under Paul’s gaze. “I see. So far, though, I haven’t had 
issues with any adult, and all the classmates have given me full consent—” 


“But you’re putting yourself and them at risk, Apollo,’ Mom breaks in. 
Percy frowns. Her tone reminds him of that one time they sat him down and 
explained to him how condoms work. Subtly, Percy takes his plate and tries 
to leave the table, because he doesn’t wish to hear this again, but Paul grabs 
him by the wrist and pulls him down. Fuck. “It’s not just about separating 
education from pleasure, honey, but having sex in public spaces can be 
really risky, especially if you do it often.” 


“Wait,” Apollo’s frown deepens like he’s analyzing the situation. “Are you 
—are you concerned about pregnancies?” 


“Well, yes,” Paul winces, his whole body screaming of awkwardness. “I 
think we all agree we’d rather not deal with that. But mostly, it’s about the 
STDs—” 


“IT can’t get those,” Apollo cuts in. “I’m a god—” 


He pauses with a strangled sound, and looks down at the food he’s eating, 
the band aid around his thumb from where he cut himself with a knife when 
mom was trying to teach him how to make a simple breakfast, and visibly 
pales. 


“Oh gods,” Apollo lets out, looking genuinely terrified. “Oh gods, I can get 
sick.” 


“Apollo, sweetheart, it’s okay, we’ll take care of anything—” Mom tries, 
clearly sensing a crisis, but Apollo stands from the table and bolts to the 
bathroom, slamming the door shut behind him. Percy stares at where he 
disappeared down the hall and then at his parents, a little shocked by that 
reaction. He looks at his mom, who sighs. “Percy, dear... can you go check 
on him?” 


Percy wrinkles his nose. “He’|l be fine. Probably.” 


“Percy, don’t be mean,” Paul frowns at him, and Percy groans. Fuck, now 
he’s getting scolded. “He’s going through a culture shock, I think you know 
more about what he might be going through than either of us do.” 


“He’s been insufferable all week,” Percy protests, but it’s a bad attempt at 
getting out of this one. He remembers their conversation by the pool, and 
sighs. Percy tries his best not to care, he really does, but he’s gotten to see 
one too many vulnerable parts of Apollo ever since this whole thing started 
and he’s growing soft. 


So, with a long-suffering groan, Percy stands and heads down the hallway. 
Apollo isn’t in the guest bathroom which means he’s in his bedroom, so 


Percy heads there next and doesn’t bother to knock before opening the 
bathroom door. 


Thankfully, Apollo is decent—ish. 


He is staring at his own reflection in the mirror with what Percy could only 
call naked horror, which isn’t really a reaction Percy’s unfamiliar with, 
coming from him, ever since this started. What is worrying, though, is how 
he doesn’t acknowledge his presence at all, unblinking and unmoving as a 
statue, his eyes suspiciously moist. 


Uh. “Apollo?” 


Apollo shrieks and jumps, hitting himself on his hip with the sink counter. 
Percy winces at the same time Apollo does, because fuck, that’s gonna hurt 
tomorrow, but he’s more concemed with how Apollo didn’t even notice his 
presence in the bathroom. 


“Dude, are you okay?” Percy asks him, stepping inside and setting a 
hesitant hand on his shoulder. Apollo flinches and shivers, but then steps 
closer to Percy, frowning down at the floor. “Listen, man, I know this 
mortal thing is scary, but as long as you learn to take care of yourself—” 


“Tt’s not that,’ Apollo runs his hands through his hair, grabbing a few 
strands to twirl between his fingers and pulling. He lets them go and stares 
at his reflection in the mirror again. “Have your parents always been this 
caring?” 


Percy opens and closes his mouth. “Yeah, I guess.” 


Apollo nods. “They’re rather wonderful people, Perseus. Their concern is... 
heartwarming.” 


There is a lot that goes unsaid, going off Apollo’s tone and gaze, distant and 
lost. He walks out of the bathroom and heads towards Percy’s window. He 
stares at the moonlace and sighs. Then, he turns towards Percy with a 
pained, forced smile. 


“T’m afraid I had forgotten how caring families work,” Apollo says, and the 
words hit Percy like a drum. Fuck. He has a soft spot for family, Apollo 
cant do this to him and be vulnerable with him about it. Fuck. “I... I miss 
my sister. And my mother. And my Muses...” 


Percy stares at him for a second and then closes his eyes. Counts to ten. He 
makes a choice, and decides that this will be the only olive branch Apollo 
will get from him, and he better do well by it. 


“Okay,” Percy nods, opening his eyes, looking at Apollo’s sad, puzzled 
expression. “C’mon, man, we’re gonna go get ice cream.” 


Apollo perks up, just so. “Ice cream? Why?” 


“Because I say so,” Percy glares at him and dares him to keep questioning 
it, turning to put on his shoes and grabbing his house keys off the top of his 
dresser. “Don’t think about it too hard.” 


Percy walks out into the hallway without waiting for him, and Apollo 
scrambles to put on his shoes as well to follow him. He barely needs to ask 
before Paul is tossing him the car keys, and Apollo doesn’t speak again 
until they’re already at the ice cream shop. 


He licks at his cone and then meets his eyes. “Are you trying to make me 
feel better, Perseus?” 


“You wish,” Percy says, but his voice comes out defeated, making it evident 
that yes, he is. He sighs. “Look, man, I—you’re going through a tough time. 
I get it. ’'ve been kinda intolerant about it, but you’ve been going in too 
hard too fast.” 


Apollo frowns, and focuses on his ice cream for a moment as he thinks. 
Percy ordered chocolate, Apollo got strawberry. Somehow, Percy thinks it 
fits him. 


“T thought...” Apollo hesitates, looking unsure. “I thought finding answers 
as soon as possible would be better in the long run for me.” 


Percy shakes his head. “That’s what you’re telling yourself, man, but it 
doesn’t work like that. You were just having sex with people. Getting close 
to them, sure, but it just seems like a way to avoid having to actually adapt. 
There is a line, Apollo.” 


“T just don’t know what to do!” Apollo whines, pouting at his ice cream. 
“Tt’s—I’m learning, Perseus. I am. But how useful will this be to me? What 
difference will it make in the future?” 


Percy frowns. “Apollo, it’s not about what use it'll be. You’re learning 
about people, you’re getting to know them. Maybe you can actually make 
friends, even care for someone. And as to what difference it will make... 
that is up to you, dude.” 


“Will I have to change?” Apollo asks him, looking defeated. “Perseus, gods 
don’t change. We are exempted from that.” 


“Oh, I know,” Percy rolls his eyes. “But you don’t change because you 
don’t want to, Apollo. It’s that simple. Do you want to own up to your 
mistakes, or do you want to keep pretending that you’ve done nothing 
wrong ever?” 


“I don’t... pretend that,” Apollo says, but he sounds unsure, and like he 
doesn’t quite believe himself. “It’s just... thoughts and emotions blur with 
time, Perseus. I can’t possibly care about everything I’ve ever done. I’d go 
mad!” 


“Dude, you don’t have to go through a laundry list of things,” Percy shakes 
his head at him, and takes a second to eat more of his ice cream before it 
melts. “You already know why you’re here. You figured that out, why don’t 
you actually work on it? Instead of screwing everyone at school, why don’t 
you try to connect?” 


“Connections cloud the mind, Perseus,” Apollo frowns, as if he didn’t tell 
him earlier about missing his family. “Much like love clouds the future. 
Nothing good ever comes out of them.” 


Percy stares. “Apollo, you can’t be fucking serious.” 


Apollo sputters. “I am!” 


“Dude, I’ve read your myths,” Percy rolls his eyes at him. Apollo squirms 
like Percy is putting him on the spot, and maybe he is. “You’re the last god 
I’d expect to be like emotions don’t matter and connections aren’t good.” 


“You don’t know how I’ve felt,” Apollo protests, but his voice is weak and 
soft, not at all shaped up to start an actual argument. He stares down at his 
ice cream, letting it melt a little before he’s licking at it again. Percy stares 
at his tongue, but snaps back into focus as he continues speaking. “You 
don’t know the pain only ever knowing goodbyes—if that at all. Not all 
gods get that luxury.” 


“Saying goodbye is part of life, Apollo,” Percy says, but not unkindly. “We 
can’t all be eternal like you. And, man, if the Fates put you here, if they 
allowed this, it must be for a reason. You can’t look at this like you’re 
trying to find a secret formula that will give you all the answers. You have 
to allow yourself to engage, and to connect. To feel. Otherwise, what’s the 
point of learning about all those people you’re fucking?” 


Apollo stays silent for quite a few minutes after that, thinking. Percy 
doesn’t mind it. He just finishes his ice cream and stares out the window 
until Apollo feels ready to say anything. 


Finally, after Apollo’s finished his ice cream, too, he speaks. “And how do I 
begin? How do I... how do I start?” 


Percy turns towards him and raises an eyebrow. “You already have, dude. 
You’re in clubs, in teams. Try to enjoy that. Make friends. Go out without 
me having to supervise your every move. Try to understand people and 
where they’re coming from. You can’t keep defaulting to just solving 
everything through recollecting facts and having sex.” 


“Defaulting,” Apollo repeats, thoughtful. “I guess that's what I started 
doing, isn’t it?” 


“Yep,” Percy shrugs. “It’s the most godly behavior I’ve seen since you got 
here, man. It’s not cool. So, start making an effort. As you can probably tell 


already, no one's gonna hand you anything on a silver platter here. You 
gotta make your own way.” 


Apollo nods along to his words, and then takes a very deep breath. He holds 
it, and lets it out slowly. “Thank you, Perseus. I think I needed to hear that.” 


“You needed me to knock you off your high horse, you mean,” Percy 
snorts, and Apollo actually lets out a small grin, not looking offended. He 
decides to chalk that up to progress, even if it’s the bare minimum. “It’s 
cool, man. I’d do it for free—the knocking you down part, I mean. 
Everything else, well, I’m glad I’m getting paid.” 


“You’re doing me a great service,” Apollo nods, eyes twinkling with 
amusement, which is the only reason Percy doesn’t get offended at his 
wording. Then, of course, because Apollo is Apollo, he decides to ruin the 
moment: “So... does this count as a date, Perseus?” 


Percy groans. “I’m gonna kill you, man.” 


Apollo laughs, and Percy only smiles at him, rolling his eyes again. That 
night, once they’re back home and they’ve studied together for a couple 
hours, Percy grabs him by the shoulder on his way to the bathroom and 
squeezes, pressing his lips together. 


“Don’t make me regret saying this, man,” he says with a sigh, watching as 
Apollo’s eyebrows raise in surprise. “But from what I’ve seen from you this 
far, I think you’ ll do just fine. You got this. Just embrace it.” 


Apollo’s lower lip trembles, and he nods, straightening up. “Of course. 
Thank you, Percy.” 


With all of that out of the way, Percy sleeps like a baby, and doesn’t protest 
quite as much as he usually does when Apollo wakes up with the sun the 
next day, being his loud, obnoxious self—but only because when he comes 
out to the kitchen, he finds him standing in front of the stove, his mom 
softly guiding him through flipping pancakes. 


Apollo wears a determined, serious expression as she talks him through the 
technique, only to fail at it and splatter pancake batter all over the stove. He 
tears up, and mom just laughs. Paul exchanges an amused look with Percy, 
who just goes back to staring at Apollo nearly sobbing over something as 
mundane as a badly flipped pancake. 


Ah, fuck, Percy thinks, I’m gonna end up liking him, aren’t I? 


5. Chapter 5 


Notes for the Chapter: 


i have no idea how long it's been since i updated this but here you go 
fam 


Percy can only describe what follows as montage-worthy. 


Apollo slowly seems to unwind and relax. If he was resigned and petty 
before, now he seems willing to actually take things seriously, instead of 
trying to push his own agenda onto his new school life. Every morning he 
puts a little more effort into the breakfast recipes his mom has been 
teaching him, starts figuring out what Percy needs when he goes on runs 
with the swimming team on the weekends and sets the stuff out for him, 
handing him a cup of fresh black coffee with a smile. 


Every Thursday, Apollo spends his afternoon with the debate team. On 
Fridays, he has choir and band practice, though he hasn’t actually fully 
integrated to those because of instrument choices and paperwork and 
figuring out what role he should have with the rest of the singers. All stuff 
Percy doesn’t understand. 


But on Wednesdays, when Percy has practice, he will still hang back with 
him at school and watch. His teammates clearly think this is hilarious. 


“How do you even know him?” Stephen asks him, subtly leaning into 
Percy’s space. He’s tall and blond and stereotypically handsome, but Percy 
also knows he’s here after being held back three years for sexual assault, so, 
not his type. “He’s kinda odd, isn’t he?” 


Considering how he’s caught Apollo talking to himself in the mirror and 
having karaoke parties at three a.m. by himself, Percy doesn’t think odd 
quite cuts it, but he’s kinda offended on his behalf, because the sex offender 
three years his senior has literally no room to judge. 


“T met him in the summer camp I go to,” Percy says, knowing that will trip 
him out. Stephen gets pale, and for the first time since he got here, Percy’s 
kinda glad his rumor on what landed him on AHS is that he’s a terrorist that 
got kidnapped several times. Then, Percy says something he hopes he won’t 
regret: “He’s my friend, man, don’t judge or I’ll kick your ass.” 


Stephen nods fast, scared, but then he pauses. “Is he... your boyfriend?” 


Percy cuts their fifteen minute break to five just because of that question. 
Ugh. 


Rinse and repeat, every week after that. Apollo starts spending more time at 
the library with Percy, and while it was okay before, now it almost feels 
nice, with him decently settled. 


“What instrument do you think I should focus on?” Apollo asks him, their 
shoulders brushing as they share a library table. Percy has been masterfully 
avoiding the section of the library where he caught Apollo having sex and 
he's pretty sure Apollo's noticed but it doesn’t matter. Fuck that shit. “T 
auditioned with everything available. The teacher wept.” 


Percy rolls his eyes. “I'm sure he did, but aren’t you supposed to just know 
a single thing? You're not even trying to look natural.” 


“T wasn’t,” Apollo corrects, clicking his tongue. “I am now. Which is why 
I'm actively trying to pick an instrument. Originally, I was excited to join 
and dominate an orchestra, but your school doesn’t have one. It was very 
disappointing, since I do love my string instruments.” 


“Too bad,” Percy says with no emotion, and Apollo pouts but he doesn't 
seem offended about his disinterest this time. Percy sighs. “Well, man, I 


don't know. Use a trumpet.” 


Apollo wrinkles his nose. “Hm, not a bad idea, since I'm rather apt at 
fingering—” 


“T will kill you.” 


“—_but I'd rather something a little more... delicate,” the way Apollo says it 
makes it sound like he means obnoxious , and Percy snorts. 


“A flute?” Percy suggests. “I think I remember a myth about that—” 


“T did not flay that satyr!” Apollo blurts out. Percy stares. “That was pure 
lies! And he was extremely rude! I merely watched as the crowd did the 
skinning, and—” 


“You—what?” Percy sputters out, and Apollo's face morphs into a sheepish 
expression. “ Dude . What the fuck?” 


Apollo clears his throat, and starts frantically picking up his stuff, standing 
up. “The flute sounds wonderful. Oh, but would you look at the time, 
Perseus—” 


“We still have twenty minutes of free period.” 


Thankfully for Apollo's hasty exit from Percy's judgment regarding 
skinning satyrs, they get interrupted by Lisa clearing her throat and sliding 
up to press herself right against his side, smiling a sweet smile Percy's never 
seen on her before. 


“Hey, Lester,’ Lisa starts, barely nodding in Percy's direction in 
acknowledgment. For someone who once low-key pressed him about 
joining the student council, she now seems extremely disinterested in him, 
and he's glad. “We haven't talked since our last meeting. How are you 
doing?” 


Apollo smiles at her, the way he holds himself changing into something a 
little more confident, shoulders straightening. “It's been good, sweetheart. 
Just working out my clubs. What, you missed me?” 


Lisa actually blushes, giggling. Percy frowns. “Maybe. Would that be a bad 
thing?” 


“Depends,” Apollo mumbles, his voice low and husky. Percy forces himself 
not to blush at it, as well, and decides to pretend this isn't happening by 


staring down at his open textbook. But he's unable to focus. “Do you need 
me for anything?” 


“T don't know if need is the right word,” Lisa answers, then sighs, and 
Percy's very glad he isn't seeing what face she's making. Her tone is 
suggestive enough already. “But what if I do?” 


Apollo doesn't say anything for a few seconds and then a hand falls on 
Percy's shoulders. Percy looks up and quirks an eyebrow at him, only to 
meet a hesitant look. 


He doesn't say anything. But Percy can read that face well enough, which is 
a trait he decides not to examine. It seems Apollo wants to go off and... do 
things with Lisa, but his conscience is weighing on him. Probably 
remembering what Percy told him about defaulting, and properly facing his 
issues. 


Percy sighs. Fuck. Apollo really has decided to care. 


He debates whether he approves of this for a second or not, and then just 
sighs, shrugging. 


“Don't worry about me, man,” Percy says, gesturing to his textbooks, 
playing it off as if it's a studying thing. Apollo's expression becomes 
thankful and relieved, and he mouths a thank you that Lisa can't see. “I got 
stuff to finish up here, I can do that alone. Go on.” 


Apollo pats his shoulder. “Of course, my friend. I'll see you in class.” 


And with that, Apollo walks off, wrapping his arm around Lisa's waist as 
she sticks herself to his side, visibly vibrating with excitement. 


Percy tries to focus back on his schoolwork but he finds it hard. He can't 
help but be thrown off by the knowledge that Apollo is off somewhere 
doing who knows what, and that fact bothers him. It's nothing out of the 
ordinary by this point, after all. 


But the silence around him stretches and Percy realizes that ah, yes. He 
forgot. It gets quite lonely around AHS. And he was having a good time 
with Apollo, even if he's obnoxious and ridiculous. It's entertaining, fun 
even, and Apollo is an expert at knowing when Percy wants to talk and 
when he just wants to sit in silence. He hasn't had that in a while, 
considering that his relationship with Annabeth was already a little 
awkward before their breakup because of the forced romance, and Grover 
being busy, and himself being busy to the point of madness. 


He's gotten used to Apollo's company in a good way. And he's not sure he 
likes that. 


Manhattan gets showered in rain for a couple days and it is on the second 
night of this that Percy has a nightmare. 


He's back in Alaska. He's walking over the ice, vaguely thinking about the 
same things he did back then—wondering about this giant they need to 
defeat, worrying about his family, his friends, his fuzzy, still half-lost mind. 


And then he gets pulled down. Mud enters his lungs and this time there's no 
Hazel to pull him back, no anchor for him to hold on to, and he just keeps 
sinking deeper. Gaea's laugh rings in his ears as Percy goes down down 
down down, not a breath in his lungs— 


And then he's on his knees, in the middle of a pool of poison, and Akhlys 
cackles at him, a sound that echoes like a scream of agony, that bears down 
on him to his very soul. Anger rises inside him in equal amounts to fear and 
Percy can only watch himself extend his hand out, feeling as something 
inside him breaks all over again. 


Akhlys' laugh turns into wet, choking sounds. Percy's breath cuts with hers. 


He continues choking her with her own poison without caring about the fact 
that he can feel himself choking with her. 


Then he feels his body falling again and jolts awake, a gasp on his lips. He 
opens his eyes in a panic to golden curls illuminated by moonlace and a 


worried frown. 


Percy's heart is racing but then it seems to stop and starts back up twice as 
fast. Apollo opens his mouth just as Percy gets taken over by the 
embarrassment of this situation. 


“Perseus?” He asks, his voice barely a whisper. “Are you okay?” 
Percy swallows. “Of course. Why wouldn't I be?” 


Apollo opens and closes his mouth, then sighs. “You were whimpering in 
your sleep. You seemed—no, you are disturbed. What happened?” 


“None of your business,” Percy snaps, because it's the truth, and Apollo 
knows this because he winces, but the concern in his eyes remains. A shiver 
rattles Percy's frame, and he registers the cold sweat, his shaking limbs. 
Apollo clearly does, as well, because he opens his mouth like he wants to 
push him but stops himself. Percy sighs. “...it was just a nightmare. Don't 
worry about it. I'm fine.” 


“You don't look fine,” Apollo shakes his head, and Percy sends him a 
warning look, but Apollo surprises him by doubling down. “I am aware we 
are not the closest and we have boundaries, but that doesn't mean I don't 
want to help with what might ail you, Perseus.” 


Percy stares at Apollo, feeling himself choke up. He is not familiar with the 
offer of comfort like this, not when it comes to things he's hiding. His mom 
doesn't know about this, and Percy trained himself the year his mom 
married Gabe to be quiet even at the darkest of nightmares. 


So this is overwhelming. And he doesn't know what to do. “I... I don't 
really want to talk about it.” 


“That's quite alright.” Apollo sighs, and then stands. He extends a hand out 
to him and gestures at the window, swallowing. Apollo is nervous, even 
unsure, but he's not backing down, and a part of Percy appreciates that. “Do 
you want to just... sit outside, for a while? Breathe some fresh air?” 


Five minutes later, Percy and Apollo are sitting side by side on the fire 
escape, feet dangling off the edge. There's no fresh air in New York, not 
really, but the rain helps. Percy keeps himself dry and his pinky is resting 
on top of Apollo's, and that's enough to keep him dry, too. 


It's nice. It's quiet. Apollo allows him to think and clear his head, and it isn't 
until Percy's fully relaxed, shoulders dropped and head finally free of that 
terrified panic, that Apollo speaks. 


“Have you ever read or heard of the myth of myself defeating Python?” 


Percy raises an eyebrow, but he won't jump to assume Apollo wants to 
make this about himself. “Will told me about it before they went on that 
quest. How you were just a couple days old and... sauntered over that cave 
and killed it with a single shot.” 


“That's how the story goes these days, yes,” Apollo sighs. “It is not true, 
however.” 


“T thought all myths were true,” Percy says, because he doesn't know what 
other way to take this. “Or, most of them.” 


“There is a degree of truth in all of them, yes.” And here, Apollo pauses, 
taking a deep breath like he's about to make a confession. Percy's heart 
starts racing. “But most of them are grossly exaggerated. Mostly by 
mortals, as the stories morph and get bigger and more dramatic, more or 
less flattering depending on the writer... but sometimes, it's because we 
wanted them to be different. We told it differently.” 


“So...” Percy is speechless, his mouth dry. There's something twisting in 
his gut, as he watches Apollo's conflicted frown, that this is another point of 
no return, and he has a good feeling about it. “You didn't defeat Python with 
a single shot?” 


“T didn't,” Apollo confirms with a nod, his jaw clenched. Percy's breath 
catches. “This isn't—I want you to understand, what I'm telling you isn't 
something I feel comfortable admitting. It's humiliating. I don't like to 
speak about it.” 


“T won't tell anyone,” Percy promises, feeling the weight of that on his 
tongue. “I understand.” 


Apollo's shoulders sag with relief, but also gratitude. “The way it truly 
went... it was an arduous battle, Perseus. A horrifying one. Gods like 
mortals to believe we're so above it all, myself included. We'd rather tell a 
story based on sterile facts than to recount the real events. I had nightmares 
about Python for centuries afterwards.” 


Ah. So that's where this is going. “ Centuries ?” 


“Yes,” Apollo shivers, and Percy presses their pinkies even closer, curling 
his own around Apollo's. It's childish, but it feels comforting to him. He 
hopes it feels comforting to Apollo too. “I have an idea or two of what 
tricks the mind plays on us. I can't... I can't pretend to understand anything 
of what you've gone through, Perseus. But this one thing, I want you to 
know, is something I will never judge you for. I've been there myself, in one 
way or another, over many difficult situations.” 


Apollo pauses, and then meets Percy's eyes, shooting him a tiny smile. “If 
you ever need help with it, please, do not think me above it. Being here, 
being mortal... it's reminding me of emotions I thought I'd lost.” 


Like empathy , Percy thinks and doesn't say, but it seems to ring in the 
silence anyways. He takes a deep breath and nods. “Thank you.” 


Apollo sighs. “I believe the right thing to say here is that it's the least I 
could do.” 


Percy smiles. “Yeah. You got that right, man.” 
They go back inside. They don't exchange any other words, and for the first 


time in a while, ever since Apollo started sharing his room, Percy feels at 
ease. 


That Friday, Apollo gets invited to a house party. Percy only witnesses the 
invite because yeah, okay, he stays late too when Apollo’s doing his club 


stuff, but only to use the library. Stephen from the swimming team and 
Jeremy approach them together. Stephen is looking directly at Percy with a 
smile that gives him the creeps, while Jeremy is avoiding Apollo’s eyes, 
probably still in denial about whatever it is that Apollo did to him and the 
rest of the football team. 


“So, what do you say, guys?” Stephen asks once they’ve extended their 
invitation. He’s still looking at Percy, so all he does is shake his head and 
roll his eyes. Stephen looks at Apollo. “What about you, Lester? I’ve heard 
some fun things about you.” 


Apollo raises a single judgemental eyebrow, looking down at Stephen like 
he’s dirt under his shoe, and actually surprises the three of them with his 
answer. “I’ve got homework, darling. And aren’t you a little old to be going 
to high school house parties?” 


Stephen colors a deep, angry read. “Hey! Who the fuck do you think you 
are—?!” 


“Bro, let it be,’ Jeremy interrupts, elbowing him. He’s taken a step away 
from Stephen and closer to Apollo, which makes Percy morbidly curious 
about what the fuck Apollo did to him again. “And he does kinda have a 
point, man.” 


“Fine,” Stephen spits out, crossing his arms. “Whatever, you’re a bunch of 
fucking losers.” 


Percy clears his throat. Stephen freezes, remembering who exactly Percy is, 
and then runs away with his tail between his legs. Percy snorts thinking 
about how much harder he’s gonna harp on him during practice now, and 
notices Jeremy nervously scratching his neck, looking at Apollo. 


“I’m sorry, Lester,” he says, and Percy almost chokes. Jeremy’s blushing, 
keeping his gaze low, and Apollo has a pleasant little smile on his lips 
directed at him. “He’s my cousin’s friend, and I’ve told him to stop being so 
angry or he’s gonna get actual jail time, but it’s kinda hard.” 


“No worries,” Apollo extends a hand out and lifts Jeremy’s chin, making 
him blush even harder. Percy is shocked that he’s offering this much 
kindness to someone who hurt his pride in regards to his mom, but 
apparently Apollo’s dick is fucking magical and makes people behave. “It’s 
all good. But I think you should get better friends, sweetheart, I mean it. 
He’s not a good influence.” 


“Yeah,” Jeremy nods, eyes going wide and pleading when Apollo pats his 
cheeks and smiles at him. Percy is starting to feel like a third wheel, and 
he’s not having fun. “So, Lester, uh, I was wondering if you’re free this 
weekend?” 


Apollo presses his lips together to hide an amused smile. “Baby, I just told 
you I have homework.” 


“Oh,” Jeremy deflates, defeated. Percy’s never seen him look this passive 
before, nevermind this close to tears. “Yeah, that makes sense.” 


“If you want to take me on a date, though, you’re gonna have to work a 
little harder, darling,” Apollo chuckles, which makes Percy uncomfortably 
shift his weight. The pet names are getting on his nerves, and he’s not sure 
what to do with the sound of them coming from Apollo’s mouth burning 
into his mind. Jeremy’s mouth drops open as Apollo winks at him and starts 
dragging Percy away. “See you around!” 


“That,” Percy starts, shaking his head. They’re in the subway station, 
waiting for their train. Only now is he processing what the fuck went down, 
while Apollo taps his feet to the song someone is playing on a ukulele. 
“What the fuck was that?” 


“T’m talented,” Apollo shrugs, completely undeterred, and pulls one of 
Percy’s earbuds out of his ear to listen to whatever he randomly put on 
while in his shocked daze. “My lovers can’t help but want more.” 


Which was a whole bunch of nothing, to be honest. So when Apollo frowns 
in confusion before putting a hand down Percy's pocket to get his phone out 
and actually turn the music on, he doesn’t question it. He plays Doja Cat 
with an approving nod. 


“T don’t know why you’re so surprised,” Apollo shakes his head. “Haven’t 
you heard the rumors that everyone thinks I ended up at the school because 
I was a rescued underage sex worker? The debate team and the choir have 
all the good gossip. I’ve found my people.” 


“No, what the fuck?” Percy looks straight ahead at the rails, frowning. “And 
you’re allowing that?” 


“Tt’s funny,” Apollo snorts. “I worked my way through our class, Percy. I 
think I took half of their virginities. I must admit, it is quite disappointing 
for me to not be able to attend that house party. Have a drink, wind down 
after such hard days of studying...” 


Apollo drifts off with a pout, looking at him with puppy eyes that leave 
Percy feeling unimpressed. Judging by the way Apollo grumbles under his 
breath at the lack of swooning on his part, Percy assumes this is the 
common reaction he gets to his bullshit. 


But despite all this, Percy is feeling nice today. It’s been a decent week, and 
he feels like he owes Apollo for helping him wind down from that 
nightmare. He considers whether or not this is a good idea, but figures it 
would’ve come up anyways. 


“Okay, man,” Percy sighs, looking around and lowering his voice. Apollo 
leans into his space, licking his lips as if he senses the secret Percy’s about 
to drop on him. “I’ve got... another way of enjoying ourselves at home. 
Mom sanctioned; she used to do it with me before the pregnancy. I've done 
it a couple times alone, and that’s what we’re getting if you want it.” 


Apollo’s eyes go wide. “Perseus, are you telling me you do drugs with your 
mother?” 


“ Shhh! ” Percy hisses at him, even though literally no one in New York 
would bat an eye at this. Still, Percy would rather be safe than sorry, and 
lowers his voice even more, ignoring the scent of cloves and vanilla coming 
off Apollo. “It’s just weed. Being a demigod is stressful. Paul was the one 
that suggested it. And again, it’s mom sanctioned , she’s the one that keeps 
it. I can ask her for a bit after we finish studying.” 


“Damn,” Apollo whistles, nodding. Their train arrives, and Apollo doesn’t 
speak about it again until they get off and start walking towards the 
apartment. “Okay, count me in. Do you smoke it?” 


“Yep,” Percy nods, pulling out his keys. He takes off his earbuds and hands 
them over to Apollo, unplugging them from his phone before opening the 
front door. “Don’t be surprised if she says no, though. We’re careful about 
this shit and she’s pregnant. We’re gonna have to sit on the fire escape or 
something.” 


“We can watch a movie instead, if she says no,” Apollo nods, which is the 
most normal thing Percy’s ever heard coming from him. The teenage 
mindset is really setting in. “Or, you know, just put on some music. There 
are other ways of relaxing, though.” 


Percy sighs, throwing his head back towards the ceiling and shaking his 
head. “We’re not having sex, my dude.” 


“Aw, your dude,” Apollo coos, and Percy actually snorts, knocking their 
shoulders together. “You’re fond of me.” 


That feels like an accusation, but Percy is not gonna say that. “You’re way 
too horny. Keep it in your pants, loser.” 


Percy brings it up during dinner, at the table. He expected Apollo to be 
more scandalized about it, but then he figured—he’s a god. He was most 
likely expecting some of this, just not the exact details. Mom seemed 
skeptical at first, since it’s been a while, but Percy promised that they 
wouldn’t get too crazy. 


So, later that night, after they’d made decent headway on their weekend 
work, mom knocked on their door, gave Percy the goods, and then they 
stepped out onto the fire escape wearing their jackets and sitting close 
together. 


Within the next ten minutes, Percy’s kicking his dangling feet over the edge 
of the fire escape and Apollo is leaning his head against his shoulder, his 


arm around Percy’s middle, watching him try to make shapes with the 
smoke. 


“Fuck,” Apollo mumbles. Percy laughed at him and almost chokes on an 
inhale before passing the blunt over to him, only to get rejected. “No, no, 
shit, is this how you mortals feel it?” 


“Don’t get anxious,” Percy snorts and, just to be mean, blows some smoke 
in Apollo’s face, watching him wrinkle his nose with a giggle. “Are you 
getting anxious?” 


“I’m getting horny,” Apollo sighs, scooting even closer until their thighs are 
pressed together. He presses his nose against Percy’s neck and takes a deep, 
deep breath, sending a shiver down his spine. Apollo groans. “Gods of 
Olympus, you smell so good.” 


“You’re such a creep,” Percy elbows him, but not hard enough to deter him 
because Apollo is warm and toasty and this is so, so nice. Apollo takes the 
blunt from his hand despite his previous rejection, making him roll his eyes. 
“Indecisive.” 


“This body is new,” Apollo whines, leaning a hand back against the floor of 
the fire escape. Percy follows him, if only to not lose all the heat. “But this 
is nice. Maybe not as good as an orgasm, but—” 


“Horndog,” Percy protests, making eye contact with Apollo. They stare at 
each other for a second and then break down into twin laughter; Apollo tries 
to move closer again and Percy allows it, now being the one to lay his head 
on his shoulders. “Gods, you’re clingy.” 


“Am not,” Apollo mumbles, resting his head against Percy’s. Percy tilts his 
head up and wishes he could see the stars, but there’s no way that’s ever 
happening in New York. It’s the one thing that gives him grief about his 
city. “We should hang out like this more often.” 


“We hang out all the time,” Percy frowns, but he isn’t able to keep the 
expression on his face, instead wiggling his tingly toes. He needs to do this 


more often, honestly. Percy needed the relaxation after all this cramming 
he’s been doing. “Like, at the library, and the pool, and at home.” 


“But that’s different,” Apollo points out, and fearlessly tucks the blunt 
between Percy’s parted lips. Percy inhales and Apollo takes it away, 
instantly putting it between his lips instead. Percy watches in fascination. 
“We gotta have another Starbucks date. And like, the ice cream date. And 
this weed date.” 


Percy nuzzles his shoulder. “Those aren’t dates. This isn’t a date.” 
“Tt’s a figure of speech!” Apollo sighs. “But you know what I mean.” 


Percy slips his eyes closed for a few long seconds, thinking of how odd it 
felt to be alone in the library after getting used to Apollo, how weird it’d be 
if suddenly he didn’t have to inflate the air mattress with him every night. 
For better or for worse, his company is nice. 


“You’re not that bad,” Percy confesses, his voice barely above a whisper. 
“Like, once you got over the shock, and then the weird stuff—you’re fine. 
It’s not as bad as I thought it would be.” 


Apollo lets out a deep breath, or maybe he’s just finishing off the blunt. Or 
both. “I think good things are resurfacing in me, Perseus. Like I said 
before... forgotten things. I can’t say I’m pleased or glad about my 
situation. But I can also say it isn’t as bad as I thought it would be.” 


“The advice you gave to Jeremy,” Percy remembers out loud, and then 
decides to continue with that thought. “It was nice. Have you been doing 
that with all your hook-ups?” 


“When they allow me to, yes,” Apollo sighs, and Percy finally opens his 
eyes. Apollo looks down at him and raises an eyebrow, and Percy just opens 
his lips. Apollo sets the blunt between them, and Percy finishes it off. “Lisa 
is going to rehabilitation for the drug stuff, and getting therapy. Jeremy used 
to be a shoplifter—kleptomaniac. Also in therapy. And so on, and so forth. 
I’ve been hearing them out, offering my knowledge.” 


“Your own little cult,” Percy points out, and Apollo just snorts, shaking his 
head. “What, am I wrong? That was your goal.” 


“Was being the key word,” Apollo admits with a shrug. “I wouldn’t say I’m 
invested in their lives, and I won’t lie to you and tell you it isn’t nice to 
have attention... but they’re not my followers. They’re just kids I'm helping 
with a few kind words and a nudge in the right direction.” 


“And by fucking them,” Percy snorts, closing his eyes again and pressing 
his cheek more insistently against Apollo’s shoulder. Apollo laughs in kind, 
which only makes Percy join in. “You know, I heard this rumor when I was 
in the bathroom that apparently all the guys at school want your advice on 
oral.” 


“For working a clit or sucking a cock?” Apollo asks, and it isn’t funny but 
Percy snorts anyways, basking in the sound when Apollo laughs again. 
“Hm, maybe both. Your football team was the easiest to get through.” 


“Gross,” Percy wrinkles his nose, and then a thought hits him, unearthed 
from the back of his mind. “Fuck, I feel so normal. It’s so nice.” 


Apollo’s arm around him squeezes him closer. “Me too, Percy. You’re not 
wrong.” 


Shortly after that, they decide to climb back inside, and wordlessly change 
into their pajamas. They stumble a little, locked together as they are, and 
Apollo refuses to let go of him for longer than necessary, proving his 
clinginess was even worse than Percy’s own. 


Percy stares at the air mattress, still needed to be prepped, and says fuck it. 
“C’mon, man, let’s just—sleep. Fuck that shit. My bed is good enough.” 


Apollo just hums, as he’s been doing this whole time. It’s surprisingly off- 
key for whatever Lady Gaga song it is that Percy can’t name right now. He 
stumbles over to the light switch, no thanks to Apollo dragging his feet, and 
then they fall into bed together, over the sheets. 


Percy tucks himself as close as possible to Apollo, under his chin, his nose 
brushing his neck. “Sleep. Stop singing.” 


“Not singing,” Apollo whispers in the dark, his voice right next to Percy’s 
ear making him shiver. “Humming. It’s an art.” 


“Pillows don’t talk,” Percy whines, and nuzzles his neck. “Shut the fuck 


up.” 

“You’re so cute,” Apollo says, which doesn’t really sound like it’s related to 
their previous conversation, but he doesn’t find it in himself to disagree 
today because he sounds truly genuine. “Good night, baby.” 


“Not your baby,” Percy mumbles, but Apollo doesn’t say anything else, and 
he assumes he’s given up on words for now. Percy yawns, wraps his arms 
more tightly around Apollo’s middle, and gladly starts drooling all over his 
chest. 


In the morning, when Percy wakes up to go meet up with the swim team for 
their morning run and Apollo hands him his coffee, they don’t speak of it, 
but there’s a skip to Apollo’s step, and Percy has to admit he goes easier on 
the team this time (except for that dick, Stephen), since he’s in a good 
mood. 


Turns out, maybe one day he could be proud of calling Apollo his friend. 
And Percy has to admit... he’s alright with it now, and he’s gonna miss him 
when he’s gone. 
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